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As  light  as  a  fleecy  cloud  on  a 
summer  sky — and  as  comfortable 
as  no  hat  at  all. 

The  "AEROWEIGHT"  and  the 
"CRUSHER"  feather-weight  felt 
hats  designed  and  made  for 
summer  wear. 

THE  BROCK  HAT 

MADE     BY    THE     WOLTHAUSEN      HAT     CORPORATION,     LIMITED. 
ALSO     MAKERS    OF   THE    WOLTHAUSEN,     PEER     AND     HORTON      HAT 


Goblin 


Canada's  Pioneer  Air  Port 


AND 


AVIATION  SCHOOL 


BOVE  is  a  view  of  the  Elliot  Air  Port  at  Hamilton,  Ontario.  The  Air  Port 
is  one  of  the  finest  equipped  in  America  and  has  the  unusual  distinction  of 
being  equally  fitted  for  the  reception  of  either  land  or  water  aircraft. 


The  landing  field  is  100  acres  over  all  and  has  a  frontage  on  the  beautiful  Hamil- 
ton Bay  of  over  one-half  mile.  Many  visiting  flyers,  including  pilots  from  the 
R.C.A.F.,  find  this  huge  port  wonderfully  situated  and  its  mechanical  staff  and 
refueling  properties  unsurpassed. 

Government  Authorized  Flying  School 

The  Jack  V.  Elliot  Aeronautical  School  for  training  of  Commercial  Pilots  is  the 
acknowledged  leader  in  the  Dominion  of  Canada  and  is  the  only  one  at  present 
operating  that  has  turned  out  fully  Government-Licensed  Commercial  Pilots. 

The  ground  course  may  be  taken  by  mail  at  home  or  students  may  live  in  resi- 
dence at  the  Airdrome  and  receive  the  same  lessons  by  lectures  as  well  as  the 
practical  instruction  on  the  Airdrome. 


JACK  V.  ELLIOT 

Air  Service 
Hamilton  Box  195  Ontario 


Write  to-day  and  enter 

the  greatest  business  of 

this  modern  age 


I 

JACK  V.  ELLIOT, 

Hamilton,  Ont. 

Dear  Sir: 

Please  send  me  at  once  your  leaflet  giving 
details  of  flying  training.  This  does  not  obli- 
gate me. 

Name 

Address 
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No  Foolin' 

"Santa  Fe  (N.  Mex.)  Times 
(adv.). — Wanted:  A  real  rough 
guy.  I  want  a  cow  hand  who 
knows  cows.  Not  under  35 
years  of  age  nor  over  50.  One 
who  smokes,  drinks,  swears,  tells 
the  truth  and  hates  sheep  herders. 
W.  F.  H..  The  Three  B  Ranch, 
Large  Canyon  P.O.,  Aztec." 


Suburban  Song 

'HE  floor  to-night  shall  be  my     When  first    I    sought    the    suburb's 


bed, 
An  overcoat  beneath  my  head, 
My  lullaby  the  steady  tread 
Of  relatives  and  friends; 
Who,    since    a    country    home    I've 

bought. 
Desert  the  city's  confines  hot 
To  swarm  upon  my  humble  cot 
And  camp  here  for  week-ends. 


peace, 
I   thought   expenses   would  decrease. 
I    figured    not    on    nephew,    niece, 
Aunt,  uncle,  other  k.in; 
They're  here  in  swarms — my  rooms 

they  fill 
To  overflow;  they're  coming  still 
And,     0    my    Gawd!      the   grocer's 

bill! 

I'll  soon  be  moving  in. 
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•SAY.  KID.  DONE  YER  GOOD  TURN  TO-DAY?     NO?     WELL.  JUST  NIP  INTO  THAT  HOUSE 
AND  ASK  FER  OUR  BALL.  WILL  YUH?" 
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The  Old  Swimming  Hole 

BY    ELLIS    PARKER    BUTLER 


"TTHE  same  old  Jim!  Jim,  welcome  back  to  the 
old  home  town!  And  to  think  it  is  forty  years 
since  I  saw  you  last,  you  old  geezer,  you!  Those 
were  great  days,  when  we  were  boys,  Jim.  Do  you 
remember — ?" 

"The  old  swimming  hole,  Joe?  You  bet!  Do  you 
remember  the  time  we  got  thirty-seven  old  boots  out 
of  it?" 

"And  the  tin  cans,  Jim.  Remember  the  day  when 
we  got  three  hundred  and  two  old  tin  cans  and  the 
dead  cat  out  of  it?     That  was  some  cat,  Jim!" 

"The  richest,  ripest  cat  we  ever  got  out  of  that  old 
swimming  hole,  Joe.     But  there  was  a  dog — 

"I  remember  the  dog.  The  dog  was  ripe,  too, 
Jim." 

"And  the  iron  barrel  hoops — " 

"And  the  bedsprings — " 

"And  the  busted  pop  bottles — " 

"And  the  old  stew-pans,  and  tin  roofing,  and  the 
mud,  Jim!" 

"Joe,  you've  got  me  weeping!  Joe,  you  don't 
suppose    the   old   swimming    hole — " 

"Is  there  still,  Jim?  I  don't  know.  I  haven't 
been  out  there  for  years.  Let  me  look  at  the  map, 
Jim.  Yes,  that  would  be  the  corner  of  Pinkus 
Street  and  Jones  Avenue  now.  Jim,  let's  go  out 
there  and  see  if — " 

"Se  if  the  old  swimming  hole  is  still  there,  Joe, 
bless  its  dear  old  heart!" 

"Come  along,  Jim.  There's  a  taxi.  Hey,  taxi! 
Taxi,  we  want  to  go  to  the  corner  of  Pinkus  Street 
and  Jones  Avenue.  What?  Yes,  we  want  to  take  a 
swim,  ha,  ha!  He  says  we  can,  Jim.  Well,  will 
you  look  at  that  building!  Will  you  just  look  at  it! 
They've  certainly  improved  this  part  of  town,  Jim. 
A  twenty-storey  building  on  the  site  of  our  old 
swimming —     What  did  you   say,   taxi?" 

"He  says — " 

"Sure!  The  Lagermacher  Natatorium  and  Baths; 
I  ought  to  have  remembered  that,  Jim.  We'll  go 
right  in.  What  say,  doorman?  Pool  on  twentieth 
floor,  he  says,  Jim;  we  take  the  express  elevator. 
Well — well,  what  do  you  know  about  this,  Jim? 
Our  old  swimming  pool  right  here  where — " 

"Eighty  feet  long  and  thirty  feet  wide,  I  guess  it, 
Joe.  Lot  of  marble,  ain't  there.  Must  have  cost  a 
couple  of  hundred  thousand  dollars  for  marble 
alone,  wouldn't  you  say?  'Sterilized  and  purified 
water  guaranteed.'  Well,  if  you  ask  me,  Joe,  I  think 
it's  a  shame  the  way  they  ruin  our  old  swimming — " 

"Rotten,  ain't  it?  Not  an  old  boot,  not  a  dead  cat, 
not  a  broken  bottle — " 

"Come  on,  Joe;  I  can't  stand  this.  Not  a  single 
tin  can;  not  a  barrel  hoop.  No  muck.  No  slime. 
No  black  mud.    Joe — " 


"Yes,  I  know.  We're  getting  old.  Things  ain't 
like  they  used  to  be.  The  good  old  swimming  hole — 
and  now  look  at  it!  Ruined!  Spoiled!  All  clean  and 
nice.  Jim,  I'll  bet  you — I'll  bet  you  nobody  has 
drowned  a  litter  of  pups  in  this  pool  since — " 

"Don't!  It's  too  much  to  bear.  Let's  go,  Joe. 
The  old  swimming  pool!  And  not  a  cow's  skull  in  it! 
My  heart  is  broken.  Not  a  mosquito!  Not  a  single 
horse  fly:     No  poison  ivy.     Come  away,  Joe.     I  can't 

bear  it." 

*  *  * 

The  Girl  Who  Did  Me  Good 

1V/IY  heart  has  been  practically  shattered. 

My  love  has  been  tendered  and  spurned; 
My  darling  has  told  me   I   mattered 

To  her  not  a  bit;    and  I  learned 
That  not  on  a  bet  would  she  wed  me, 

Nor  have  me,  indeed,  as  a  gift; 
Though  all  of  her  actions  mislead  me, 

I  now  get  the  hang  of  her  "drift." 

I  loved  her  with  passion  undying, 

And  since  she's  gone  out  of  my  life. 
What  further  incentive  for  trying 

To  live,  since  she  won't  be  my  wife? 
What  further  incentive?     Why  clearly. 

Although  her  affections  I  lack; 
She's  done  me  a  service,  sincerely: 

I'm  now  saving  plenty  of  jack. 

— CARROLL    CARROLL. 


'Here,  Rags,  come  away  from  that  Broadway 
Butterfly!" 
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THE  FIRST  TRANS-ATLANTIC  FLIGHT 


Six  Portraits  Conceived  in  Malice 


Kenneth 

He   always     bids     no   trumps  and 
takes 

Eight  rubbers  out  of  nine 
By  looking  most  sagacious  as 

He  says,   "The  rest  are  mine." 

Janice 

She  thinks  that  modern  clothes  are 
not 
For  girls  with  figure  rated  low; 
She  wears  them,  just  to   prove,  no 
doubt, 
That  what  she  says  is  so. 


BY  JOSEPH  EASTON  MCDOUGALL 

Oscar 

He    should    be    losing    weight,    he 
knows, 
Yet  no  success  the  scales  reveal. 
Though    he    eats    weight-reducing 
foods 
Along  with  every  meal. 

Clarice 

She's  tailored  smartly,  chic  and 
thin, 

Just  like  a  waxen  mannequin. 
And  yet  it  seems  from  where  I  sit, 

The  mannequin  has  more  of  "It." 


Egerton 

When  alcohol  was  under  ban 
He   was   a   very   drunken    man; 

But   now   it's   legal    beer    to   buy, 
He's   on    the    wagon,    very   dry. 

Barbara 

"I   study  art  two  hours  a  week," 
She  said  and  fondly  sighed. 

"A  girl  must  have  something,    you 
know, 
To  keep  her  occupied." 
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I'm  a  Champ 

SEE  that  a  gentle- 
man from  Minnesota 
has  set  up  a  record  of 
somethinglikeeighty- 
five  cups  of  coffee 
consumed  in  one  day. 
Somebody  else  holds  the  hog- 
calling  championship;  another  per- 
son holds  the  Charleston  endurance 
record.  There  are  fasting  cham- 
pions, walking  champions,  running 
champions,  swimming  champions 
and  about  a  million  other  champ- 
ions. Personally  I  refuse  to  be 
impressed,  because  I  hold  so  many 
championships  myself.  I  can't 
begin  to  enumerate  all  of  them  but 
here  are  a  few: 

Last  summer  I  annexed  the  cat- 
calling title.  I  called  our  cat  out 
on  my  porch  roof  in  record-break- 
ing fashion.  Nobody  else  has 
called  "Kitty,  kitty,  kitty"  forty- 
two  consecutive  times  from  a 
second-story  window.  Or  if  they 
say  they  have,  they  never  did  it 
wearing  flannel  pants  and  a  blue 
and  white  striped  blazer.  I  claim 
the  championship. 

I  am  the  final  sports  edition  of 
the  Evening  Blurb  burning  champ. 
One  day  I  burned  a  pile  consisting 
exclusively  of  over  fifty  editions 
of  this  sheet.  In  order  to  insure 
myself  of  the  feat  being  unique 
I  burned  them  within  twenty-five 
yards  of  an  automobile  with  two 
flat  tires.  No  one  has  ever  dupli- 
cated this  stunt. 

I  hold  the  umbrella  opening  and 
shutting   contest.     One  evening    I 


performed  this  feat  an  even  one 
hundred  times  muttering  "Watch 
this"  at  every  fifth  performance. 
The  record  is  unassailable.  I  have 
witnesses. 

I  was  a  mere  infant  when  I 
annexed  my  first  world  title.  At 
the  age  of  eighteen  months  I 
rocked  my  crib  across  the  floor 
for  a  distance  of  twelve  feet  and 
emptied  a  bookshelf  containing 
over  seventy-five  books. .  This 
still  stands  for  a  junior  champion- 
ship  if    not    for   a    universal    one. 

I  also — you  cannot  blame  me  for 
beginning  so  many  paragraphs 
with  "I,"  can  you?  —  boast 
the  failure- to-answer-formal-invita- 
tions championship  gained  in  my 
sophomore   year   at   college.      The 


figure  is  over  thirty,  and  is  my 
greatest  pride.  I  wouldn't  swap 
it  for  Mr.  Tunney's  crown. 

Will  I  accept  the  numerous 
challenges  that  these  disclosures 
must  certainly  bring?  The  answer 
is:  No,  I  won't.  I  haven't  got 
the  time.  I  am  too  busy  going 
after  new  championships.  Next 
week  I  intend  to  set  up  an  all- 
time  mark  for  lighting  different 
consecutive  brands  of  cigarettes 
with  a  blue  candle  and  throwing 
them  in  Lake  Ontario  at  the 
Credit  River.  It's  great  to  be 
a  champ! 

PARKE    CUMMINGS. 

*  *  * 

Tinn:  "Is    Abe    very    verstile?" 
Twinty:  "Aye — he's  as  versatile 
as  a  drug  clerk!" 


Oh! 

"Say,  officer,"  exclaimed  a 
house-to-house  salesman,  who 
looked  as  though  he  had  just 
emerged  from  a  hand-to-hand  en- 
counter with  a  buzz-saw,  "I  want 
that  ice-man  arrested.  Just  look 
what  he  did  to  me!" 

Striding  over  to  the  accused,  the 
policeman  demanded,  "Did  you 
hit  this  fellow?" 

"Oi  did,"  was  the  brazen  reply. 

"What  for?" 

"Alienation  av  affections,"  re- 
plied the  ice-man.  "He  sold  Briget 
Nolan's  missus  wan  av  thim  elec- 
tric ice-boxes." 

*       *       * 

Do  You  Know  the  Fellow  Who — 

Spends  four  and  a  half  hours  on 
lunch? 

Always  arrives  at  the  theatre 
during  the  middle  of  the  second 
act? 

Tells  such  long  stories  that, 
before  the  point  is  reached,  you 
are  either  asleep  or  have  com- 
pletely forgotten  what  the  story  is 
all  about? 

Gives  an  imitation  of  a  mos- 
quito? 

After  having  invited  you  to  dine 
with  him,  discovers  he  has  left  his 
pocket-book  at  home? 

Orders  oysters  in  hope  that  some 
day  he  will  find  a  pearl? 

Is  continually  making  such  an- 
nouncements as  "There's  no  such 
thing  as  suction"? 

Never  knows  what  time  it  is? 

Writes  "chain  letters"? 

c.  G.  SHAW. 
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By  the  Old  Swimming  Hole 

A  Ballad  to  Be  Sung  Tenderly  by  Grandfathers  in  1977 


ACK  in  nineteen 
twenty-seven 

With  its  good  old- 
fashioned  ways, 

Shur-r-r-e  it's  just  a 
glimpse  of  heaven 
To  hark  back  to  swimming  days. 

Dear  old  pool  of  tile  and  marble, 
Here  and  there  a  sleek  attendant, 

Caged  canary  birds  to  warble, 
Gilded  balconies  resplendent. 

Spacious  divans  for  reclining, 

On   the  tables  feasts  of  plenty, 
Ample     chance     for     bridge     and 
wining, 

— And  it  only  cost  two-twenty. 

*        *        * 

Flood  Prevention 

BY  ELLIS  PARKER  BUTLER 

(Always  anxious  to  keep  its  readers 
informed  of  political  science  across 
the  line,  GOBLIN  prints  this  exclu- 
sive despatch  from  Mr.  Butler.) 

CONGRESSMAN  McDOOBLE. 
of  Betzville,  has  just  made  a 
statement  regarding  flood  preven- 
tion in  the  Mississippi  Valley. 
"As  soon  as  Congress  meets,"  said 
the  Congressman,  tipping  his  hat 
to  a  pretty  girl  who  was  passing, 
"I  shall  introduce  my  bill  which, 
if  passed  and  signed  by  the  Pres- 
ident, will  do  away  with  all  flood 
trouble  such  as  is  now  causing 
such  destruction  in  the  Mississippi 
Valley.  The  only  trouble  out 
there  is  that  people  don't  use  corn- 


Skilled   instructors   all   acquainted 
With  the  latest  fads  in  swimming, 
Filtered  water,  springboards  paint- 
ed, 
— Days   of   happiness   o'erbrim- 
ming. 

Lovely  maids  in  suits  entrancing, 
— All  Parisian  importations — 

Pleasant  evenings  spent  in  dancing 
To  the  latest  orchestrations. 

Then  the  scientific  showers 

(Made  your  epidermis  porous). 

How  we  loved  those  golden  hours 
In  the  age  that  came  before\is! 

RAY  WEST. 


mon  sense.  My  bill  will  appropriate 
$100,000,000  for  flood  prevention 
for  the  purchase  of  sponges  to  be 
planted  on  the  levees  of  the 
Mississippi  River.  During  low 
water  the  sponges  will  dry  out; 
when  the  flood  waters  come  down 
the  river  the  sponges  will  absorb 
them  and  there  will  be  no  more 
disaster.  In  connection  with  this," 
said  the  Congressman  tipping  his 
hat  to  another  pretty  girl  who  also 
gave  him  a  cold  stare  and  passed 
on,  "I  shall  ask  for  the  appropria- 
tion of  $800,000,000  for  the  com- 
plete rebuilding  of  all  the  levees 
in  the  Mississippi  Valley.  As 
built  at  present  they  are  useless 
because  the  top  of  the  river  so 
often  comes  above  the  tops  of  the 
levees,  thus  overflowing  them  and 
ruining  the  crops.     Levees  should 


be  built  so  that  the  top  of  the  river 
can  never  reach  the  tops  of  the 
levees.  This  is  a  very  simple  mat- 
ter. Under  my  plan  all  levees 
will  be  built  on  cork  foundations. 
As  the  river  rises  the  cork  founda- 
tions will  rise  with  the  waters  and 
thus  the  tops  of  the  levees  will 
always  be  above  the  tops  of  the 
rivers.  If  necessary,"  the  Con- 
gressman added  as  he  tipped  his 
hat  to  a  pretty  girl  who  was  passing, 

"I  will  donate  some  of  the  corks." 

*  *        * 

Tragical  Triolet 

The  song  of  the  waterfall's  sweet; 
Its  music  brings  calm  and  repose. 
With  tinkling  and  rythmical  beat. 
The  song  of  the  waterfall's  sweet. 
But    pause,     till    my     thought    is 

complete — 
I've  more  than  I  wish  to  disclose; 
The  song  of  the  water  falls  sweet — 
But  not  when  my  bath  overflows! 

— C.  Warden  La  Roe. 

*  *       * 

Fiend  Sought! 

Wanted. — Position  in  widower's 
home.  Experienced  in  cooking 
and  tending  children.  Phone 
2006-J  after  6  P.M. 

Youngstown  Telegram. 

*  *        * 

My!  My! 

She  wore  only  a  bungalow 
apron  and  a  black  hat  when  last 
seen,  and  this  fact  convinced 
investigators  that  the  missing 
bride  may  have  become  the 
victim  of  bandits,  as  otherwise 
she  could  not  have  gone  far  in 
the  attire  which  she  wore. 

— San  Francisco  News. 
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The  Art  Gallery  of  the  Pavements 


NCE  upon  a  time  a  vacant  lot  had  its 
own  dignity,  and  a  downtown  vacant 
lot  might  lie  in  the  July  sun  with  the 
majesty  of  a  borzoi  in  a  dog  pound. 
Vacant  lots,  luxuriating  in  the  extrava- 
gance of  weeds,  or,  in  bountiful  mom- 
ents, lending  their  lazy  breasts  to  hard-hitting 
contests  between  the  Wickson  Avenue  Red  Sox  and 
the  Cottingham  Street  Cubs,  vacant  lots  might  look 
upon  their  cousins,  the  country  pastures,  with  no 
gleam  of  envy,  for  in  the  midst  of  industry  they 
loafed,  in  the  midst  of  burdens  and  travail  they 
carried  no  weight.  Have  you  never  caught  the  spirit 
of  a  vacant  lot  between  two  tall  buildings,  as  the  sun 
flashed  on  a  stray  tin  can  or  the  breeze  played  over  it, 
scattering  the  white  dandelion  seed  like  delicate  con- 
fetti? Here  is  the  magnificent  idler,  here  is  the  prince 
of  hobos! 

So  they  were  under  the  old  regime;  but  the  uplift 
movement  has  caught  them.  As  is  usual  with  the 
leisure  classes  when  time  hangs  heavy  on  their  hands, 
the  vacant  lots  have  gone  in  for  Art,  capital  A  and 
all.  There  is  a  lot  across  the  street;  it  was  not  always 
of  the  leisure  class.  Once  it  toiled  with  its  brothers 
but  it  was  liberated  by  the  Great  Toronto  Fire.  Like 
most  of  the  nouveaux  riches  it  has  abused  its  privileges. 
Instead  of  settling  down  to  a  quiet  life  of  amateur 
weediculture  it  went  in  for  car  parking.  Could  any- 
thing be  in  worse  taste?  Now,  for  the  last  few  years 
it  has  taken  up  Art  too.  Exhibitions  are  held  con- 
tinuously, new  pictures  are  hung  every  month.      The 


present  exhibition  is  a  fair  example  and  includes,  it  is 
true,  many  interesting  twenty-four  sheets. 

There  is,  for  example,  an  intriguing  still  life  by  the 
Magic  Baking  Powder  Company,  entitled  "Magic 
Baking  Powder."  The  artist  has  not  cramped  himself 
and  in  the  ten  by  twenty  feet  of  his  canvas  he  has 
given  us  full  value  in  subjects.  There  are  some  tea 
biscuits,  a  jelly  roll,  three-quarters  of  a  fruit  cake, 
four  buns,  numerous  doughnuts  and  about  seven- 
eighths  of  a  chocolate  cake,  all  floating  (as  if  by  magic) 
under  the  lid  of  a  mammoth  baking  powder  tin.  This 
picture  appeals;  I  like  that  sort  of  thing.  To  view  it 
properly  one  should  be  across  the  street  and  four 
storeys  up.  From  this  vantage,  about  twelve  o'clock 
on  a  nice  morning  it  affects  one.  A  contributor  has 
been  known  to  be  so  affected  that  he  took  the  editor 
out  to  lunch  forthwith.      And  that's  Art  that  is  Art. 

King  Oscar  Sardines  have  a  beautiful  Norwegian 
marine.  We  see  the  intrepid  sardine-hunters  sar- 
dining  for  all  they  are  worth  in  the  sunlit  fjord.  In 
the  background  the  mountains  fade  away  into  the  red 
letters  of  King  Oscar's  name.  In  the  foreground 
there  is  a  charming  portrait  of  a  Norwegian  lass 
holding  a  tin  of  the  little  rascals.  As  she  holds  the 
tin  up  for  us  to  see,  from  the  expression  on  her  face 
you  just  know  she  knows  how  to  open  them. 

Modern    art    has    not    been    neglected.     A    Mr. 
Gorrie  had  a  startling  arrangement  of  blue  and  red 
tags  on  a  yellow  field,  relieved  by  seven  varieties  of 
(Continued  on  page  32) 
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Telephonitis 

HE  latest  and  perhaps 
strongest  candidate 
for  the  title  of  Most 
Useless  and  Time- 
wasting  Pastime  of 
the  Year  comes  from 
Chicago.  This    harmless    little 

diversion  is  called  Telephonitis  and 
may  be  played  by  two  or  more 
persons.  The  first  player,  deci- 
ded upon  by  lot,  opens  the  tele- 
phone book  at  random  and  counts 
down  ten  numbers  in 
the  left  hand  column. 
This  is  his  number.  He 
then  calls  it.  For  every 
second  the  player  can 
keep  the  person  at  the 
other  end  of  the  line 
engaged  he  scores  one 
point.  The  others  then 
follow  with  numbers 
in      the      same      fashion 


chosen 
The 

winner  is  then  paid  the  difference 

between  his  score  and  that  of  each 

player.     The  usual  game  is  a  cent 

a  point,  although  beginners  usually 

play    for    a     tenth.     This    is    the 

wrong  way  to  go  about  it,  as  with 

novices    there   is   usually   little    to 

lose,  whereas  as  one  becomes  more 

adept     at     formulating     ingenious 

plans  for   prolonging  conversation 

tremendous  records  may  be  chalked 

up.     The  game  promises  to  meet  a 

certain  amount  of  opposition  and 

its   chances   of   becoming   a   Great 

National  Pastime  are  dubious  since 

many  telephone  subscribers  have  a 
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decided  antipathy  to  being  called 
to  the  phone  in  the  middle  of  the 
night  to  learn  that  their  Uncle  Gus 
from  Australia  is  talking,  or  to  be 
asked  their  opinion  upon  the  Black 
Bottom.  If  confined  to  Long  Dis- 
tance it  is  believed  the  telephone 
companies  would  heartily  approve. 
As  it  is  they  simply  lack  the  sport- 
ing instinct. 

The  Art  of  Cussing 

A   TREMENDOUS  amount  of 
energy  has  been  expended  and 
societies  have  been  form- 
ed   for    the    purpose    of 
combatting  with  a  view 
to  the  eventual  abolish- 
ment       of         swearing. 
There      is       a      certain 
amount    to    be    said     in 
favour   of     the   purpose 
—"~ ~~~-~~~    of     those     engaged      in 
furthering    these    reforms.         The 
casual  cussing  overheard  at  random 
in     one    business    day     gives     the 
writer  the  impression  that  for  the 
most  part  it  is  of  such  an  inferior 
variety   as   to   scarcely   justify   its 
existence.    While  at  times  graphic, 
as  a  means  to  the  conveyance  of 
an  idea,  the  swearing  of  to-day  is 
less  efficient  than  the  more  formal 
rhetoric.      This   is   entirely   unjus- 
tified, but  the  reformers,  as  is  usual, 
have  taken  in  too  much  territory. 
If  swearing  as  a  means  of  expres- 
sion is  to  go,  are  we    also  to    lose 
swearing   as   an   art?      Surely   this 
would    be    a    pity.     Art   has   been 
described   as  anything  consciously 


well    done,    and    surely    anything 
consciously  well  done  is  worthy  of 
encouragement.    We  recall  hearing 
an    old-timer   from    Northern   On- 
tario giving  his  impressions  of  the 
O.T.A.    when   it   came   into   force. 
Wagner  never  composed  more  com- 
pelling cadences.     Everyone  knows 
what  a  healthful  influence  life  in 
the  open  air  has  upon  the  human 
mind,  and  it  is  an  axiom  that  your 
real,    old-time,    honest-to-goodness 
cussers  are  men  of  the  great  open 
spaces.      Any    good    truck    driver 
who  understands  his  horses  is  an 
accomplished  profanitist.       Horses 
are  good  listeners  and  are  recom- 
mended    to     anyone     considering 
taking  up  expletives  as  a  fine  art. 
Mules,   however,   are  only  for  ex- 
perts— for    the    very    Doctors    of 
Profanity. 

QLD  MAN  BADGEROW  was 
the  best  cusser  in  seven  coun- 
ties. Some  enthusiasts  in  the  art 
set  out  to  find  just  what  Old  Man 
Badgerow  could  do  if  he  really  ex- 
tended himself.  It  happened  that 
the  old  man  had  a  load  of  sand  to 
haul  that  day  up  an  extremely  long 
and  arduous  hill.  The  two  fans  hid 
behind  some  bushes  at  the  bottom 
of  the  hill  and  bye-and-bye  along 
came  old  Man  Badgerow  cussing 
and  swearing  at  his  mule  team  fit 
to  kill.  As  he  passed  they  stepped 
out  and  opened  up  the  back  of  the 
wagon  with  the  result  that  the 
sand  poured  out  in  a  thin  stream. 
Well,  when  the  team  got  to  the 
top  of  the  hill,  Old  Man  Badgerow 
looked   around,   took   one   look   at 
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the  empty  wagon  and  closed  up 
like  a  clam.  The  two  enthusiasts 
who  had  dragged  themselves  up 
the  hill  after  him  were  mightly 
disappointed  when  the  famous 
cusser  looked  at  them  in  di#may 
and  said,  "Boys,  I  can't  do  it 
justice." 

Pledge 

IT  may  be  a  little  early  to  start 
throwing  hats  in  the  air  over 
Government  Control  in  Ontario, 
but  it  is  certainly  too  late  to  wise- 
crack on  the  topic  of  liquor. 
Goblin  was,  we  believe, the  first 
journal  to  take  up  the  cudgels 
against  the  hypocritical  and  im- 
practical phenomenon  of 
Prohibition.  Some  ori- 
ginal soul  at  some  time 
or  other  has  said  that 
laughter  is  the  most 
effective  weapon  against 
such^an  abuse.  How- 
ever, we  got  what  we 
wanted  and  from  now  on 


liquor  will  cease  to  be  regarded  as 
a  topic  for  humour  of  the  first 
water  in  these  sedate  columns. 

The  New  Crusade 

WOW  that  the  above  topic  is 
disposed  of,  are  we  to  sit  idle, 
to  rest  upon  our  laurels?  Surely 
there  are  other  dragons  to  ride 
against.  Somewhere  a  spirit  whis- 
pers that  this  is  not  yet  the  mill- 
enium.  It's  not;  there  are.  We 
hereby  dedicate  ourselves  to  a 
Campaign  for  Simpler  and  More 
Intelligible  Signatures.  The  man 
who  writes  a  letter  and  then  affixes 


to  the  bottom  of  it  a  blur  and 
a  scrawl  and  a  pattern  of  scratches 
that  give  one  the  impression  that 
a  centipede  has  escaped  from  the 
inkwell  and  executed  a  Black 
Bottom  on  the  station- 
ery  is  only  one 
notch  above  the  anony- 
mous letter-writer.  If 
the  letter  deserves  atten- 
tion, the  recipient  has  a 
right  to  know  by  whom 
he  is  honored.  The 
practise  of  typing  the 
name  under  the  signature  is  not 
sufficient;  it  is  an  acknowledg- 
ment that  the  writer  is  either 
illiterate,  palsied,  or  the  victim  of 
a  fad.  Let  us  have  a 
good,  strong  repressive 
lawagainst  thisbusiness. 

Psychological  Note 

A  SIDE  from  the  value 
and  merit  of  laurels 
of  Lindbergh's  feat,  his 
welcome  by  the  citizens 
of  the  City  of  New  York  brought  to 
the  fore  a  peculiar  phenomenon  in 
mob  psychology  which  is  always 
apparent  on  such  occasions.  The 
more  people  turned  out  to  greet 
Lindbergh,  the  greater  his  feat 
became  in  the  public  consciousness. 
As  the  excitement  rose,  his  accom- 
plishment rose,  with  accompanying 
hysteria,  until  finally  we  find  such 
a  reserved  and  austere  publication 
as  the  New  York  Times  giving  it- 
self over  to  shouting  and  shrieking 
in  an  effort  to  outyell  the  tabloids 
themselves.  On  such  occasions  the 
object  of  the  demonstration  usually 


takes  second    place   in   the   public 
mind  to  the  ecstasy  of  the  occasion. 

"  Very  Odd  People,  These 
Canadians" 

TALKING  of  "Amer- 
icanisms,"— and  who 
isn't  these  days,  what 
with  the  tourists  running 
about  the  streets  in  linen 
golf  knickers  and  the 
boys  from  Terre  Haute 
taking  their  liquor 
straight  in  the  hotels? — talking  of 
"Americanisms,"  there  has  come  to 
our  attention  a  matter  which  led 
numerous  fair  citoyennes  of  the 
Land  of  the  Free  to  comment  on 
the  strangeness  of  what  they  sup- 
posed to  be  a  "Canadianism." 

It  seems  that  prior  to  the  con- 
vention of  the  American  Library 
Association,  which  was  held  in  To- 
ronto, June  20-25,  arrangements 
were  made  with  the  railroads  to 
give  delegates  special  rates  on  their 
fares. 

Proper  credentials  for  presenta- 
tion when  buying  tickets  were  for- 
warded to  the  various  American 
libraries,  printed  on  pink  paper. 
That  was  all  right,  no  doubt,  as 
far  as  it  went,  but  what  astonished 
the  serious-minded  young  library 
ladies,  and  sent  them  scurrying  to 
the  lingerie  shops,  was  the  receipt, 
a  few  days  later,  of  the  following 
laconic  advice:  "Each  library  em- 
ployee desirous  of  attending  the 
Toronto  Convention  should  first 
provide  herself  with  a  pink  slip!" 
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Food 

BY    ARTHUR    L.     LIPPMANN 

THE  poor  man  entered  the  one-arm  lunch 

Where  he  pushed  his  way    through   the  hungry 
bunch, 
And  he  grabbed  a  check  and  he  seized  a  tray 
As  he  squinted  an  eye  at  the  "Specials  To-day." 
Then  he  chose  a  soup  that  was  steaming  hot 
And  a  plate  of  beans  from  a  smoking  pot 
And  a  dish  of  spuds  and  a  slice  of  steak 
And  a  "cup  of  suds"  and  a  cut  of  cake. 

Skillfully  holding  his  food-laden  tray, 

Gingerly  groping  his  perilous  way. 

Stumbling  his  course  through  the  bedlam  and  heat, 

The  poor  man  beheld  an  available  seat 

And  promptly  proceeded  to  merrily  eat 

The  soup  that  no  longer  was  temptingly  hot, 

The  beans  that  had  cooled  since  they  came  from  the 

pot, 
The  deep  dish  of  spuds  and  the  cold  slice  of  steak 
And  the  chilled  "cup  of  suds"  and  the  stale  cut  of 

cake. 

The  rich  man  came  to  the  fine  hotel 

And  the  bell-hops  rushed  to  his  side  pell-mell. 

The  doorman  saluted,  the  manager  bowed, 

The  music  was  muted,  the  bus-boys  were  cowed. 

The  panting  head-waiter  who'd  come  on  the  run 

Conducted  the  guest  to  a  table  for  one 

Where  eight  other  waiters,  the  hostelry's  best. 

Were  ready  to  wait  on  their  dignified  guest. 

And  after  the  staff  had  him  thoroughly  "yessed," 

The  diner  proceeded  to  voice  his  request. 

A  silence  stole  over  the  tapestried  room, 

A  silence  like  that  in  the  depths  of  the  tomb. 

As  stiffly  erect  as  they  possible  could, 

The  phalanx  of  waiters  respectfully  stood. 

"A  small  piece  of  milk  toast,"  the  notable  said. 

(A  half  dozen  pencils  on  order  pads  sped.) 

The  diner  grew  thoughtful,  and  then  added  he, 

"You  also  might  bring  me  a  cup  of  weak  tea." 

*  *  *  * 

Sorrows  of  a  Stone  Age  Steno. 

The  boss  came  in  with  a  peach  of  a  grouch.  Tossing 
his  club  into  a  corner  he  bellowed: 

"Take  a  letter  to  the  landlord.  Dear  Sir:  This 
is  the  last  time  I'm  going  to  ask  you  to  get  this 
place  fixed  up  period  unless  you  have  that  flock  of 
sabre-toothed  tigers  chased  out  of  the  next  cave 
before  the  end  of  the  week  you  can  start  looking 
around  for  another  tenant  semi-colon  I'm  tired  of 
trying  to  get  anything  done  with  those  this-and-that 
cats  yowling  all  day.  .  .  ." 

"Oh,  Mr.  Ug!  Please  don't  go  so  fast!  I've  already 
broken   my  best  chisel  and  smashed  three  fingers!" 

— CHET    JOHNSON. 


Church-goer:  "Did  you  put  in  any  money  when  they 
passed  the  plate  after  the  sermonY' 

Heathen:  "Well,  not  exactly.  I  dropped  in  a  couple 
of  applause  cards." 

Cleopatra 

THE  round  breast  Caesar  loved  a  vulgar  asp 
Nibbled  ere  long.     But  Julius  had  forgot 
That   bosom's   satin   feel,    the   young   queen's   clasp. 

His  royal  body  laid  away  to  rot, 
No  frantic  wireless  from  a  hungry  heart 

Could  thrill  again.     Antony,  too,  was  gone; 
And  now  Octavian  added  to  the  smart 

Of  eyes  that  often  wept  from  dark  till  dawn. 

Her  fling  with  these  two  was  a  gesture  only 
In  which  she  struggled  fiercely  to  forget 

The  love  that  was  her  very  life.     Now  lonely, 
Her  vanity  shaken,  she  was  game  to  let 

The  viper  snuggle  where  she  ached  for  Caesar. 

'Twas  just  as  well  since  nothing  else  could  ease  her. 

GEORGE    LAWRENCE    ANDREWS. 
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77ic  Officer:  "Cant  you  show  some  signs  of  intelligence?" 
The  Collitch:  "Sorry,  but  I  have  no  room  for  any  more  signs.' 


Mr.  McWhiffle  Gets  a  Dirty  Deal 


lV/lcWHIFFLE  is  one  of  those 
big,  broad-minded,  tolerant, 
always-consider-the-other-fellow's- 
side  chaps.  Over  his  desk  he  has 
a  "Keep  Smiling"  sign.  Whenever 
anything  goes  against  him,  Mc- 
Whiffle generously  decides  perhaps 
the  fault  is  mostly  his  own. 

The  other  night  he  and  Mrs. 
McWhiffle  went  home  from  the 
theatre  and  found  that  their  house 
had  been  burglarized. 


"They've  taken  my  rings!" 
sobbed   Mrs.    McWhiffle. 

"We  can  get  some  more,"  con- 
soled McWhiffle. 

"And  $15  1  left  on  my  dresser!" 

"Perhaps  they  needed  it  more 
than  you." 

"They  even  stole  the  roast  from 
the  refrigerator!" 

"Now,  my  dear,"  pleaded  Mc- 
Whiffle, "don't  feel  badly.  No 
doubt  the  poor  fellows  actually 
were  hungry." 

"Oh,  dear!  Most  of  our  silver 
plate  is  missing!" 

"Yes,  they  usually  take  things 
like  that,"  said  McWhiffle,  calmly. 


"But  it's  gone  now  and  there  is 
no  need  weeping.  They  can  sell 
it.  Who  knows  but  what  the  money 
will  go  to  some  destitute  wife  and 
children?  My  dear,  we  really 
should  feel  that  perhaps  our  loss 
has  enabled  us  to  do  some  great 
good!" 

"Well,"  sniffed  Mrs.  McWhiffle, 
"they  could  sell  the  silver  for 
something,  I  guess.  But  I  can't 
imagine  how  they  hoped  to  get 
much    out    of    your    golf    clubs!" 

"WHAT!  My  golf  clubs? 
!??(!%  !"  Call  the  police!  Why 
don't  you  do  something?  What's 
the  matter  with  the  cop  on  this 
beat?  I'll  find  out  who  he  is  and 
get  him  canned!  And  if  they  ever 
catch  the  fellows  who  took  my 
golf  clubs  I  hope  they  give  me 
just  one  crack  at  'em!  Just  one 
good  crack  at  'em,  that's  all  I 
ask!  Then  they  can  put  'em  on 
trial  and  if  the  judge  doesn't  give 
'em    both    life    I'll    start    a    recall 


campaign! 


!" 


— c::et   JOHNSON. 


The  Best  Short  Stories  of  1927 

"My  wife  has  never  tried  to  get 
me  to  change  my  habits." 

"I  cleaned  up  a  cool  two  thous- 
and  on    the   ponies   last   month." 

"Yes,  dearie,  your  hat's  a  per- 
fect dream." 

"Yah,  I  just  up  and  told  the  boss 
to  go  to  hell." 

"Listen,  officer,  this  bus  couldn't 
make  forty  down  a  mountain  side." 

"Static?  This  set  doesn't  know 
what  static  means!" 

"I  guess  I'll  have  to  begin 
reducing  one  of   these  days." 

"I  had  the  right  of  way  but 
this  guy  was  on  the  wrong  side  of 
the   road — -" 

"That  dumbell  hasn't  any 
brains.  It  was  pull  landed  him 
that  job." 

"Look  what  Henry  Ford's  stock 
is  worth  to-day.   Now  this  stock — " 

"Can't  afford  to  buy  it?  Why, 
you  can't  afford  to  be  without  it." 

"Never  again." 

R.   K.  HALL. 
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Great  Goblin  Expedition  ?„U,?„T* 


Human  Life  Discovered 
Club  Property 


Commander  Tiddly  poosh,  fresh  from  his  laurels  in 
the  new  Union  Station,  outlines  his  requirements. 


The  expedition  sets  out.  Right  to  left:  1 he  Commander, 
Quartermaster  Winans  and  the  editor  himself,  who  will 
act  as  water-boy  and  auditor 


Troupe  of  hey-hey  dancers  obtained  at 
great  cost  to  dispel  the  gloom  occasioned 
by  rarified  atmosphere. 


The  Forbidden  City,  or  the  first  obstacle. 
The  expedition  blocked  by  the  wall. 


Success  at  last!  Human  life  discovered! 
The  only  native  obtained  alive,  in  wardress 
with  his  famous  weapon,  the  York,  Club. 
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MR.    DETROIT:    "IS   THE    NEW    ANTI-SMUGGLING  OFFICER 
GOOD?" 

MR.  WINDSOR;  "THE  BEST  THAT  MONEY  CAN  BUY." 

Won't  You  Play  Something,  Miss  Brown? 
(My  friends  jeered  when  [I  'walked  to  the  piano.— Adv.) 
She  played.     The  room  was  filled  with  chords 

Of  melodies  unheard  before. 
She  played  a  ballad  and  a  waltz, 

And  then  she  smiled  and  played  some  more. 

She  played.  Her  slender  fingers  wove 
Of  phantom  notes  a  strange  design. 

She  played,  though  none  had  asked  her  to; 
Twas  just  a  quarter  after  nine. 

She  played.  We  laid  our  hands  aside, 
Our  bridge  forgotten  with  the  score. 

She  played  a  song  she  said  she  loved; 
She  played  it  five  or  six  times  more. 

She  played  'I  Hear  You  Calling  Me," 
She  sighed  and  played  it  once  again ; 

"The  Maiden's  Prayer"  and  "Baby  Face." 
It  was  a  quarter  after  ten. 

She  played  till  everyone  was  gone; 

It  was  a  quarter  after  two. 
'Tis  terrible  to  think  what  harm 

Six  lessons  through  the  mail  can  do! 

— ALEXANDRA    GINSBERG. 


Brief     Explanation     of     U.S.     Prohibition     and 
Poisoned  Alcohol 

VOU  Canadians  are  hampered    with  good  alcohol 
untampered  with, 
Dispensed  by  licensed  governmental  shops; 
While  in  the  States  our    alcohol  is  sold  at  any  place 
at  all 
And  sends  our  heads  around  and  'round  like  tops. 

We've  proper  cause  to  snicker  here,  because  you  see 
our  liquor  here 
Is  free  from  both  the  county  and  the  State; 
And   although   our   prohibition   may   appear   a   rum 
condition, 
For  a  drink  we're  never  forced  to  hesitate. 

Here    the   rich   men   and    the   beggars   have   reliable 
bootleggers 
Whose  fluctuating  prices  rise  and  fall; 
And  they  wouldn't,  were  they  able,  try  to  keep  these 
prices  stable, 
For  it's  mean  to  have  a  single  price  to  all. 

Here  the  hobo  finds  his  joys  in  doctored  alcohol  that's 
poison 
At  a  quarter  of  a  dollar  for  a  glass; 
But  the  self-same  sort  of  vice  is  boosted  up  to  meet 
the  prices 
Demanded  by  the  very  wealthy  class. 

We're   a  democratic   nation   and  dispense   our  hard 
libation 
On  a  communistic  theory,  rather  "red." 
We  can  drink  'most  anywhere  here,  and  the  govern- 
ment won't  care  here 
Since  it  feels  we'll  learn  our  folly  when  we're  dead. 

CARROLL    CARROLL. 

*  *  * 

Summer  Resolutions 
"I   FEEL"   said   Mr.   Portent,   a     mandarin   of   St. 
James  Street,  "the  old  craving    coming  over  me. 
I    am     going     back     to     the     farm   and   pitch   hay. 
I'd  like  some  honest  toil." 

"And  I,"  said  Mr.  Garnet  cf  Garnet,  Ltd.,  "am 
going  back  df  Kiyou  and  court  nature  in  buckskin 
boots  and   men's  clothes." 

"The  fish  are  calling  me  on  the  Mistaling,"  claimed 
another  potentate.  "I  got  a  letter  from  Charley 
Smith  who  keeps  the  hardware  store  there,  saying  they 
caught  a  bigger  fish  than  my  six-pound  bass.  I 
don't  believe  it." 

"Well,"  said  Mr.  Butts,  a  truthful  man,  "I'd  like 
to  join  any  one  of  you  fellows,  but  to  tell  you  the  truth 
the  wife  wants  to  summer  at  the  Beau  Belle  Hotel. 
You  know  what  that  means." 

A  sad,  gloomy,  disillusioned  look  came  over  the 
gathering.     Why  had  he  said  it? 

-//•     J. 
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Some  Canadian  Beasts 

A  Leaf  from  the  Sketch  Book  °f  an  American  Tourist  after  a 
Pleasant  Three  Week.*  in  Our  Freer  Air 
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THE  YARNS  OP  HELL'S  BELLS  O  NEIL 


OW  at  this  place 
I  speak  of,"  says 
Hell's  Bells,  "we  were 
so  far  away  from 
London  we  didn  t 
know  which  war  we 
were  in,  if  any.  We  didn't  know 
whether  there  was  a  new  one  or 
whether  it  was  the  same  old  one. 
It's  kind  of  hard  to  tell  when  you 
aren't  fighting  regular  and  the 
only  guy  who  calls  is  some  fellow 
who  steps  out  of  a  Zep.  or  some- 
thing at  twenty  thousand  and  lands 
without  a  parachute.  We  tried 
to  tell  by  his  uniform  but  he  was 
wearing  pink  silk  pajamas,  so 
there  you  are. 

"When  Hank  McCarthy  lands 
amongst  our  midst  to  learn  what 
we  know  about  the  bomb  sights  we 
were  experimenting  on,  we  were 
of  a  mind  to  ask  him  what  war 
it  was,  only  we  didn't  have  to,  for 
we  see  it's  the  same  old  war  by 
the  non-flying  major  who  comes 
with  Hank  to  tuck  him  in  at  nights 
and  to  see  that  he  wears  his  spurs 
and  comports  himself  as  a  U.S. 
officer  should  in  the  presence  of  and 
under  instruction  by  a  foreign 
government,  which  was  us  tramps 
up  at  Points  East.    *— • — — — _*- 

"The  major  is  j 
a  bird.  He's  a  ] 
West  Pointer  who 
soured  his  youth 
chasing  Aguinaldo 
in  the  Philip- 
pines. He  sees 
his  duty  and  does 
it.  He  tells  Hank 
McCarthy  to  wear 
them  spurs  in  the 
air  and  out,  be- 
cause he's  in  a 
mounted  service 
which  was  the  old 
Signal  Corps.  He 
tells  our  major  that 
we  look  like  a 
bunch  of  refugees 
from  a  Lapland 
village,     which     is 


By  James  Warner  Bellah 

The  Spurs  and  the  Major's 
Bathtub 

true    but    not    the    most    tactful 
thing  in  the  world  to  say. 

"Well,  Hank  is  a  good  flyer 
being  as  he  hasn't  been  in  the 
army  long  enough  to  learn  any- 
thing but  flying  and  drinking, 
but  this  major  is  a  problem.     He 


is  particularly  nasty  about  the 
spurs.  Hank  had  tried  to  sneak 
into  a  cockpit  without  them. 
There  was  quite  a  scene.  'By  the 
left  hind  leg  of  Mahoom,'  yells 
the  Major,  'put  on  them  spurs! 
What  are  you,  a  ruddy  civilian?' 
"  'Yes,  sir.  No,  sir,'  says  Hank, 
and  he  puts  on  the  spurs  and  hops 
off  to  drop  incendiary  bombs  out 


never   lets   Hank   get   comfortable     on  the  ranges,  that  being  the  way 


for  five  minutes.  He  would've 
had  Hank  flying  in  a  boiled  shirt 
if  he  could've  found  a  paragraph 
in  regulations  about  it.  He  was 
the  kind  of  a  major  that  sergeants 
forget.  Well,  we  told  Hank  where 
the  rat  poison  was,  but  he  disliked 
to  insult  the  rats,  so  then  we 
decided     to     take     turns     pushing 


he  worked  for  his  board.  As  soon 
as  Hank  is  well  in  the  air,  the  major 
makes  a  break  for  the  baby  blue 
bathtub,  and  his  first  bath  in 
two  weeks.  And  as  soon  as  he 
finishes,  his  batman,  which  he 
calls  a  striker,  takes  the  bathtub 
out  behind  the  huts  and  spreads  it 
flat   to   dry.      Now   it  so   happens 


the  major  into  different  propellers  that  Hank  didn't  get  enough  prac- 
but  before  we  got  around  to  it,  the  tise  on  the  ranges  that  day,  and 
bathtub  arrives.  remembering  that  the  hut  roofs  are 

"Now  a  bathtub  has  a  place  in  thin,  he  decides  to  kill  one  major 
the  world  even  if  it  folds  up—  with  two  spurs.  He  straps  'em 
but  a  folding  bathtub  that  is  made  together,  takes  a  good  sight, 
of  baby  blue  canvas  has  no  right  corrects  for  wind  and  lets  em 
to  hang  around  where  men  are  f{y-whango!  And  they  did. 
men  and  women  W.A.A.C.'s  and  "Scene     2.       The    tarmac    with 

majors  are  non-flying.  Hank  taxiing    in.        We    run   out 

"The  morning  it  arrives,   three     in  a  mob,  pull  his  tail  around  and 
things  happen.   First  off,  the  major     tell   him   what's    happened.         He 

bursts  into  tears. 
'My  God!  I  meant 
to  get  him!'  Then 
he  gives  her  the 
gun  and  goes  out 
to  get  lost  in  the 
fog. 

"Scene  3.  The 
Mess  at  noon. 
Heroic,  that's 
what.  Every  offi- 
cer turned  in  his 
chit  book  and  a 
blank  cheque  to 
the  P.M. C— and 
you'd  of  thought 
even  then  it  wasn't 
going  to  be  enough. 

I   never  saw    any- 

= __- — l _ _________ a i    one  unJer  tne  rank 

"The  Major  is  a  bird.     He's  a  West  Pointer* who  soured  his  youth         of  brigadier   drink 
chasing  Aguinaldo  in  the  Philippines."  as  much    as    that 
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major  drank  before  he  went  to 
his  Maker.  We  feed  him  everything 
he  calls  for  and  he  rings  the  changes 
through  the  wine  card  and  back 
again  with  never  a  let  up  on  Hank 
and  the  blue  bathtub  which  the 
spurs  ripped  out  the  bottom  of. 
'In  my  day,  shavetails  was 
shavetails,  by  my  broken  down 
mortals!  And  what's  more,  I'll 
have  him  lashed  to  a  wagon  wheel 
— whiskey — neat !' 

"And  again:  'By  the  belly  of 
St.  Quenet!  Hasn't  he  come  down 
yet?     Another  whiskey — neat!' 

"And  again:  'I'll  bust  him  I 
will — both  ways — but  with  my 
hands    first.' 

"Well,  pretty  soon  we  see  that 
we  can  feed  him  whiskey  all  day 
and  he'll  still  be  mad.     We  had  a 
young   fellow   there,   though,   who 
had  some  brains.   He  got  them  out, 
dusted    'em   off   and   got   to   work 
inventing  drinks.  'Major's  Special,' 
he    says,    and    passes    along    some 
gin,    whiskey    and    curacoa.       No 
effect.       The    next    one    is    called 
'Double   Mumps'   and  is  made  of 
cognac,  Rhine  wine  and  creme  de 
menthe.     No  effect.     Then  comes 
'Hoof  and  Mouth' — apricot  brandy 
and  three  mixes  of  vermouth  laced 
with  Worcestershire    sauce.       Still 
no     effect.         Following     that     he 
mixes  creme  de  coco  in  equal  parts 
with   cherry   cordial   and    kummel 
and   calls   it   'Three   Ways   to   the 
Ace.'       Still    the    major    raves    on 
about  what  he's  going  to  do  to  Hank 
for   bombing    the   bathtub.        But 
the    young    fellow    is    game    and 
keeps  on  inventing.     After  a  while 
he  just  sticks  to  kummel  as  a  base 
and  mixes  it  with  everything  from 
sump  oil  to  gasoline.    Now  I  don't 
care  what  kind  of  major  a  man  is, 
he    can't    stand    that.       At    three 
o'clock    this    one    takes    his    last 
drink — the  'Blue  Bathtub' — which 
is  three  parts  King  William,  two 
of  kummel    and  one  of  issue  rum 
from  the  bottom  of  the  jug.     He 
blinks,  groans  and  his  eyes  roll  in 
the  dust. 

"Sequel?"  asks  Hell's  Bells. 
"There  ain't  none.  The  major 
slept   for   two   days   and   when   he 


'Are  you  all  sure  these  stockiris  is  flesh-color? 


came  to,  everyone  from  the  boy 
mechanics  upward  swore  he'd  never 
owned  a  blue  bathtub  and  after 
a  few  days  he  believed  them. 
In  the  meantime  Hank  McCarthy 
cables  home  to  his  old  man  to 
mortgage  the  glue  factory  and  to 
send  the  cheque  so  that  he  can 
keep  this  major  drunk  for  three 
more  weeks  until  he  learns  what 
he  wants  to  learn  about  our  bomb 
sights.  It  was  a  harrowing  ordeal 
but  we  took  turns  drinking  with 
the  major  and  that's  how  one  boy 
got  around  to  making  the  world 
safe  for  democracy,  and  I  don't 
mean  peradventure  either." 
*        *        * 

Attention,  Narcotic  Agents! 

"as  guests  of  Colonel  and  Mrs. 
Edward  A.  Deeds.  The  occasion 
was  a  house  party  of  fiends,  who 
have  enjoyed  the  hospitality  of 
Colonel  and  Mrs.  Deeds  in  past 
seasons  at  their  summer  home 
in  the  Hudson  Bay  region  in 
Canada." 

— Register,  Dcs  Moines,  la. 


The  Charge  of  the  Last 
Pedestrian 

Autos  to  the  right  of  him, 
Autos  to  the  left  of  him, 
Autos  all  about  him 

Chug-chugged     and     hurried. 

Right  in  the  midst  of  them, 
Dodging  and  cursing  them, 
He  found  a  break  in  them 

Through    which    he    scurried. 

Safely  he  made  his  way, 
But,  it  is  sad  to  say 
He    tried    it    another    day — 
And     now     he     is     buried  I 

William  Ray  Gilman. 


That  Guilty  Feeling 

Cop:  I  guess  you're  the  guy, 
all  right.  You've  sure  got  a  guilty 
look  on  your  face. 

Suspect:  I'm  just  trying  to  re- 
member what  my  wife  wanted  me 
to  get  downtown  to-day. 
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"Please  remember  to  be  careful,  Henrietta.  The  French 
live  by  a  different  code  of  morals  from  us  Canadians, 
and  it  is  unnecessary  for  you  to  shock  them." 


Public  Nuisances 

The  Male  of  the  Species 

PHE  man  who  has  a  hobby  and  always    rides  it. 
The  fellow  who  speaks  of  his  wife   as  "tha  wiff" 
and  claims  she's  married  but  he  isn't. 

The  bird  who  got  a  lot  of  publicity  for  doing  some- 
thing ten  years  ago — something  which  has  long  since 
been  antedated — but  who  still  begins  every  sentence 
with,  "Well,  now  when  I  was " 

Vegetarians. 

The  clever  lad  who  has  ideas  but  "just  can't  seem 
to  find  time  to  write  them  down"  and  is  willing  for 
you — since  you  "write" — to  do  all  the  work  and 
give  him  half. 

The  chap  who  thinks  the  first  person  singular  an 
engrossing   subject   for   conversation. 

All  other  men. 

And  More  Deadly  than — 

The  girl  who  owns  one  adjective,  which  she  thinks 
is  very  "cute." 

The  lass  who  omits  all  given  names  in  preference  to 
"girl-friend"  and  "boy-friend." 

The  two  women  who  sit  behind  you  on  public 
conveyances  and  exchange  "facts"  which  are  wrong, 
until  you  are  nearly  ready  to  commit  violence. 

The  other  two  women  who  sit  behind  you  in  the 
theatre  and  "get"  the  play — that  is  all  the  "fine" 
points. 

Poetesses. 

Every  other  girl  in  the  world  but  one. 

CARROLL    CARROLL. 


The  Dying  Artist 

(Apologies,  if  Necessary) 

IT  was  a  dying  artist  man  whose  bed  I  sat  beside, 
He  plainly  showed  the  end  was  near,  but  said, 

before  he  died, 
"O  noble  friend,  don't  weep  for  me  becuse   I   leave 

to-day; 
I'm  going  to  a  better  land  where  everything  is  gay. 
Where  editors  are  human  folks  and  clamor  for  your 

work, 
Where  ancient  gags  are  laid  at  rest  and  think-tanks 

never  skirk, 
Where  bristol  board  and  India  ink,  when  placed  out 

in  the  sun, 
Just  go  to  work,  all  by  themselves,  and  manufacture 

fun, 
Where  no  one  gets  rejection  slips  and  every  joke  is 

new, 
Where   you    can    get   your    drawings  done  a  month 

before  they're  due." 
And  then  he  smiled  a  lovely  smile  and  closed  his  eyes 

and  died, 
And  with  the  hope  I'd  go  there,  too,  I  laid  down  by 

his  side. 

— John  Coulthard. 
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"What  broke  up  your  country  club?" 
"Oh,  a  lot  of  country  people  got  in." 
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Bein venue  a  la  Advertise- 
ment 

BY  CARROLL  CARROLL 

ET'S  bienvenue  & 
QuSbec,"  suggested 
Marge  when  we  were 
deciding  where  to 
take  a  little  vacation. 
"What's  that?"  I 
asked. 

"It's  something  like  skiing  only 
easier."  She  told  me  and  so  it  was 
decided.  Then  we  thought  we 
ought  to  get  a  couple  of  bienvenues 
as  there  was  no  sense  of  going 
way   up   there   unprepared. 

"Got  any  'bean  vennews?'  I 
asked  the  gentleman  in  the  sport- 
ing goods  store.  "Do  you  mean 
bean-bags?"  he  asked.  And  I  said 
yes  because  after  all,  how  did  I 
know? 

"Shall  we  get  a  room  in  a  battle- 
ment?"  I  asked  Marge  later. 

"I  think  I'd  rather  have  a  room 
an'  a  bath,"  Marge  said  after 
thinking  the  matter  over  and  that 
was  decided.  There  was  nothing 
left  to  do  but  get  into  the  car  and  go. 

Marge  got  all  the  old  magazines 
she  could  find  and  read  the  ads 
that  said  bienvenue  <J  Quebec. 

"It  says  here,"  she  read,  "  'You 
get  a  fat  habitant  horse  hitched  to 
a  leisurely  caliche  and  explore 
quaint  side  roads.'  I  thought 
they  had  nothing  but  tobogan- 
ning? 

'Don't  show  your  ignorance, 
I  advised  her.  "Habitant  is  Canuck 
for  hobby  and  caleche  is  another 
way  of  saying  sleigh.  It's  just 
their  quaint  way  of  saying  that 
you'll  get  a  hobby  for  sleigh- 
riding.  It's  a  very  quaint  country, 
you  know." 

"Yes,  it  says  here  how  quaint 
it  is.  Listen:  'La  Claire  Fontaine 
sung  by  dark-eyed  lads  at  twi- 
light.' Sounds  like  pastry,  doesn't 
it.  And  'Jean  Ba'tiste  and  P'tite 
Marie  plant  flowers  in  warm  earth.' 
How  can  the  earth  be  warm  when 
there's  so   much   snow?" 

"Stupid!  Don't  you  know  the 
snow  keeps  the  earth  warm.  They 
probably  plant  snow-flowers — 
snow-balls,    that's   it." 


"Would  you  believe  it,  ma'am,  I've  walked  forty  miles  to-day!" 
"Splendid!     You  must  push  on  and  make  it  a  record." 


"Won't  it  be  fun  coasting  up 
there  when  they're  roasting  down 
here  in   the  States?" 

"Yes,  only  think  of  whirring 
down  the  mile-long  toboggan  slide 
with  the  apple  blossoms  blooming 
along  the  edge  and  landing  in  the 
middle  of  a  'grand  golf  course,' 
situated  in  the  centre  of  an  old 
1 7th-century  town  where  you  can 
prowl  around.  It  says  here,  it's 
like  calling  on  the  century-before- 
last.  And  it  certainly  sounds  odd 
enough.  But  I'm  going  to  take 
my  gun." 

"Why?"  asked  Marge. 

"You  know  how  Canada  is 
filled  with  'Bad  Pierres'  and 
'liquor-crazed  lumberjacks.'  Do 
you  think  I'd  let  you  fall  prey  to 
one  of  these  fiends  from  the  films." 

"But  the  Mounted  Police  always 
get  your  man  for  you,"  Marge 
said.  "I  think  it's  an  awfully 
considerate  service.  Any  time  you 
want  a  man  they  get  him  for  you. 


Now  if  I  hadn't  met  you,  dear — " 
There  was  a   touching  scene. 

"I  wonder  if  the  food's  good?" 
I  finally  asked,  coming  back  to 
reality. 

"It  says  here,"  answered  Marge 
after  rummaging  through  several 
magazines,  "that  the  dining  room 
features  specialites  d,  la  Canadienne. 
I    wonder   what   they   are." 

"That's  liquor,"  I  told  her 
sagely.  "Gee!  It  must  be  a  won- 
derful place." 

"It  seems  most  surprising  from 
the  ads,"   Marge  admitted. 

I  think  we  shall  be  even  more 
surprised  with  Quebec  than  we 
expect  to  be.  I  can  hardly  wait  to 
get  there,  don  my  skates  and  go 
whirring  over  the  smooth  Chateau 
Frontenac  on  a  warm  August 
day  with  the  cool  wind  beating 
in  my  face  and  the  roses  blowing 
sweet  scents  across  the  snow 
drifts. 
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They    Snickered    When    the    Waiter 
Swore  at  Me  in  Yiddish 

— but  their  laughter  changed  to  blushes  at  my  reply 


JS  wandering  birds  had  dropped 
into  Le  MortL  Putois  d'Amer- 
ique,  that  dainty  little  joint  next 
to  the  police  station  where  only 
Gregg  Shorthand  and  the  touch 
system  are  spoken.  Oscar  McNutt, 
who  boasted  a  smattering  of  egg 
on  his  vest,  volunteered  to  inter- 
pret for  us. 

"Tell  me  what  you  want  to 
eat,"  he  said  confidently,  "  and 
I'll  parley  with  this  Frog." 

With  halting  syllables  and  much 
arm-waving,  sometimes  lapsing 
into  wig-wag,  Oscar  conveyed  our 
order  to  the  waiter.  Finally  he 
turned  to  me. 

"What's  yours,  Aloysius?"  he 
panted. 

"Raw  pheasant  out  of  season, 
and  some  braised  knee-joints  of 
eels  tarnished  with  cheese,"  1 
gulped. 

Oscar  Was  Frightfully  Chagrined 

Oscar's  false  teeth  rattled.  That's 
the  time  I  had  the  little  fat  rascal. 
He  tried  to  think  of  the  five-letter 
word  meaning  eel. 

"Des  epilatoires  avec — avec  e 
pluribus  unum,  and  also  die  luft— 
el — el — "  But  Oscar  stubbed  his 
toe  here.  He  just  couldn't  think 
where  he'd  been  the  night  before. 
He  tried  standing  on  his  head  on 
the  table,  and  started  to  take  off 
his  shoes  and  make  a  noise  like  a 
raw  pheasant  out  of  season.     But 


the     waiter    had     gone    to    sleep. 

Everybody  chortled  but,myself. 
With  great  savoir  faire  I  gave 
smelling  salts  to^the  waiter.  I'll 
demonstrate,"  I  announced.  A 
chuckle  ran  around  the  table. 
Someone  swatted  it  with  a  news- 
paper. 

I  held  up^the  suspenders  for 
several  seconds — 

And  then  I  Ordered  Oeufs! 

The  waiter  accosted  me.  "Qui 
etait  cette  fille  avec  qui  je  Vous  ai  vu 
hier    soir,     monsieur?"    he    asked. 

There  was  a  pause.  All  eyes 
was  on  me.  I  waited  as  long  as  I 
could,  then  in  perfect  Gregg  Short- 
hand I  said:  "Apportez-moi,  s'il 
vous  plait,  une  grande  laitue 
pommee — et  allez  pondre   un  oeuf." 

You  should  have  seen  them  birds' 
faces ! 

"Where  did^you  learn  Flathead 
Indian?"  said  one  of  my  amazed 
companions.  "I  didn't  know  you 
had  a  teacher." 

"I  didn't,"  was   my  reply,  "but 

I  met  a  good-looking  nurse  at  the 

last  boarding-house  I   was  thrown 

out  of." 

Learn  Flathead  Indian  in  Five  Nights 
Free 

They     sensed     something     new, 

something   wonderful    in    me,   but 

still  they  weren't  convinced.  "Hell! 

I    ain't    so    cultured,"     I    assured 

them,    trying    to    make    everyone 


feel  at  ease,  and  then  I  told  them 
the  one  about  the  travelling  sales- 
man. They  grinned  when  I 
began  it,  but  when  I  finished 
not  a   head  was  above  the  table. 

"You  too  can  scratch  the  middle 
of  your  back  without  assistance 
from  friends  and  fence-posts,"  I 
went  on.  "Just  a  few  minutes 
in  the  clothes  closet  three  times  a 
week,  and  you  can  do  it  on  your 
own  hook." 

And  they  all  signed  up  for  the 
course  that  same  day. 

You  are  the  judge.  Just  fill  out 
the  coupon  below  for  our  course, 
"How  to  Play  Practical  Jokes  on 
Myself,"  and  if  you  don't  like  it, 
bustles  are  coming  back. 


Laborday,  Paige  &  Co. 
Ark,  Ark. 

Gentlemen:  Please  send  me  on 
a  5-day  Free  Trial,  at  your  ex- 
pense, the  course  entitled,  "How 
to  Operate  on  Yourself  Without 
a  Surgeon,"  for  which  I  am 
enclosing  cheque  for  $5.00.  In 
case  I  do  not  like  it,  I  will  return 
the  course  and  you  will  keep  the 
$5.00  just  as  I  expected. 

P.S.  You  are  outwitted.  The 
cheque  was  N.S.F. 

— Chaparral. 
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Romance  lives  again 
in  this  city  Quaint  and  Old 

Quebec  is  the  link  between  the  Canada  of  now  and 
the  New  France  of  yesterday.  Every  turn  in  the 
road  is  a  foot-print  of  yesterday.  Every  street  has 
echoed  the  steps  of  gallant  knights  of  sword  and  cross 
of  the  long  ago. 

Quebec  forms  one  of  the  many  colorful  features  of 
America's  greatest  pleasure  cruise — 

Niagara  -  to  -  the  -  Sea 

You  cruise  through  famous  1000  Islands,  a  region 
of  exquisite  loveliness — then  race  with  the  roaring 
St.  Lawrence  Rapids,  visit  cosmopolitan  Montreal  and 
historic  Quebec.  Finally  sail  up  the  mysterious  Saguenay 
Canyon.  It  will  fascinate  you  with  its  lofty  capes 
towering  to  tremendous  heights — seeming  to  touch 
the  very  clouds. 

For  booklets,    rates  and  full  information  apply   to 

CANADA  STEAMSHIP  LINES,  LIMITED 

102  Victoria  Square,  Montreal,  P.Q.,  or 

46  Yonge  Street,  Toronto,  Ont. 

or  any  railroad  or  tourist  agency. 


GA 


Owning  and  operating  St.  Lawrence  River  Route — "Niagara-to-the-Sea."      Northern  "Navigation 
Division — Great  hakes  Service.     Hotels—  Manoir  Richelieu  and 
Hotel  Tadousac  on  the  Lower  St.  Lawrence. 


Canada  SteainshipLines  /imited 
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Tragedy 

On  the  concert  programme  of 
one  of  the  larger  orchestras  not 
long  since  was  Beethoven's  "Leon- 
ore'*  overture,  the  two  climaxes  of 
which  are  each  followed  by  a  trum- 
pet offstage.  The  first  climax 
came,  but  not  a  sound  from  the 
trumpet. 

The  conductor,  considerably  an- 
noyed, went  on  to  the  second. 
Again  there  was  silence.  This 
time,  the  overture  being  finished, 
he  rushed  into  the  wings. 

There  he  found  the  trumpet 
player  still  arguing  with  the  house 
fireman. 

"I  tell  you,  you  can't  play  that 
thing  back  here!''  the  latter  was 
saying.     "There's  a  concert  going 

on."  — New    Yorker- 

*  *        * 

"Ah,  Algernon,  my  Alice  said 
she  dreamed  last  night  she  was 
dancing  with  you." 

"Egad,  Jasabel,  you  thrill  me 
to  pieces." 

" — and  then  woke  up  to  find 
her  kid  brother  pounding  her 
feet  with  a  flat  iron." 

— Maverick- 

*  *        * 

Lady:  "I  want  to  buy  a  revolv- 
er.    It's  for  my  husband." 

Clerk:  "Did  he  tell  you  what 
kind   to   buy?" 

Lady:  "I  should  say  not.  He 
doesn't  even   know    I'm   going   to 

shoot  him  yet."  — Bison. 

*  *        * 

Mrs.  Sandflats:  "Is  this  the  store 
that  sold  us  the  electric  washing 
machine?" 

Store:     "Yes,    ma'am." 

Mrs.  Sandflats:    "Well,  take  the 

darn    thing     back.        I      went     to 

wash   myself   in   it  and   never  got 

such  a  beating  before  in  my  life. 

— Awgwan. 

*  *       * 

One:    "Ain't  you  got  no  poise?" 

Two:    "No,  but  you  should  see 

my   liddle   goils."  — Gargoyle. 

Alice:    "I   adore  Keats!" 
I  key:    "Oy!  it's  a  relief  to  meet 
a    lady    vot    still    likes    children." 

—Froth. 


D.T.  WARP 


THE  STUDENT  OF  PELMANISM  TRIES  TO  REASON  WITH  NIAGARA  FALLS 

— Record. 


A  Cinch 

Mcintosh:  "Do  ye  ken,  O'Flan- 
nigan,  th'  name  o'  th'  show  where 
th'  Scotchman  knocks  oot  a 
gang  o'  Irish?" 

O'Flannigan:  "Sure  an'  that's 
asey — 'The  Miracle.'  ' 

— Chaparral. 

Quest 

Cop:  "Who  are  you  and  what 
are  you  doing?" 

Drunk:  "I'm  an  accident  trying 
to  happen."  — Yale  ' Record. 


Ci  Git 

A  Scotchman  was  found  dead 
in  front  of  a  slot-machine.  A 
sign  on  the  machine  read:  "Your 
penny  back  if  you  hit  hard 
enough."  — Flamingo. 


No  Interest 

Teacher:  "What  is  the  interest 
on  a  thousand  dollars  for  one 
year  at  two  per  cent.  .  .  I  key,  pay 
attention! 

Ikey:  "For  two  per  cent.  I'm 
not  interested."  — Chantilever. 
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MOSQUITOES.  By  William 
Faulkner.  Toronto,  McLean  & 
Smithers,  Publishers.     $2.00 


was      an      unusual 


T 

if  not  a  delightful 
yachting  party.  There 
was  Mrs.  Maurier  her- 
self, whose  specialty 
was  lion  hunting; 
there  was  the  inoffensive  Mr. 
Talliafero,  who  believed  that 
conversation  with  an  intellectiual 
equal  consisted  of  admitting  as 
many  so-called  unpublished  facts 
as  possible  about  oneself.  There 
was  a  novelist  and  a  writer  and  a 
Jew,  an  avaricious  Englishman, 
a  flapper,  her  brother,  a  shop 
girl,  a  hard-boiled  boy  friend, 
and  a  few  more,  most  of  them 
human  mosquitoes,  boring  merci- 
lessly their  fellow  men. 

The  trip  of  the  Nausikaa  is  a 
sort  of  Twelfth  Night  in  the 
Aldous  Huxley  manner  with  Mr. 
Talliafero  doing  a  perfect  Mal- 
volio. 

Except  for  the  rather  obvious 
attempt  of  the  author  to  be  naughty 
there  is  charm  and  an  atmosphere 
of  amusing  sophistication  in  "Mos- 
quitoes" which  make  it  exceedingly 
readable. 

KIT  O'BRIEN.  By  Edgar  Lee 
Masters.  Publishers,  Boni  & 
Liccright.     $2.00. 

fHE  story  of  Kit  O'Brien  is 
told  by  Kit  O'Brien  himself, 
in  the  boy  lingo  of  Central 
Illinois  so  effectively  employed 
by    Masters   in    Mitch    Miller. 


The  locale  of  Kit  O'Brien  is 
Petersburg  again.  The  youthful 
hero  steals  a  pie,  and,  being  caught 
in  the  act,  is  pursued  by  two  right- 
eous farmers.  Kit  escapes  but 
his  two  companions  are  sent  to 
the  Reform  School. 

But  Kit  returns  to  Petersburg, 
choosing  to  incur  prison  rather 
than  abandon  a  sick  and  desolate 
actress,  once  notable,  whom  he 
finds  living  in  a  houseboat  on  the 
Mississippi.  Her  home  chances 
to  be  in  Petersburg  and  Kit  brings 
her  back. 

The  narrative  runs  in  swiftly 
moving  and  fascinating  episodes. 
Kit  tells  his  story  without  knowing 
that  it  has  a  profound  meaning. 
It  is  a  boy's  story  and  a  man's 
story  at  the  same  time.  Masters 
has  preserved  the  atmosphere  of 
a  magic  land  which  has  vanished 
and  the  charm  of  a  pioneer  people 
long  passed  away. 

THE  IMMORTAL  MARRIAGE. 
By  Gertrude  Atherton.      Publish- 
ers,  Boni  &  Liveright.     $2.50. 
\A7HEN    such  a    capable    writer 
as  Mrs.    Atherton   goes   hist- 
orian      the         result,        as        the 
book    so    clearly    proves,    is   thor- 
oughly satisfactory. 

The  tale  deals  with  the  love  of 
Aspasia  and  Pericles.  When  the 
greatest  man  and  the  greatest 
woman  of  an  age  found  and  loved 
each  other  and  through  that  love 
were  able  to  influence  the  course 
of  history  there  is  a  wealth  of 
material  on  which  to  base  a  fas- 
cinating  story,    which    in    this    in- 


stance glows  with  the  passion  and 
heroic  gayety  of  those  who  risk 
all  for  happiness  and  freedom. 
The  period  considered  had  elements 
close  to  our  own  time,  and  Mrs. 
Atherton,  who  knows  our  own 
time  so  well  has  made  a  living 
reconstruction  of  it. 

Socrates  is  shown  living  his 
sage  and  impossible  life,  Sophocles, 
incarnating  in  his  own  career  the 
tremendous  patriotism  of  his 
dramas,  Thucydides,  the  philo- 
sophical historian,  Phidias,  the 
sculptor,  and  other  noted  en- 
gaging figures.  It  is  more  than 
likely  that  you  will  be  delighted 
by  reading  The  Immortal  Marriage. 

THE      SAVING      CLAUSE. 

'•SAPPER."    $2.00.   The  Mus- 

son  Book,  Co. 
THIS    collection     of    nine    short 
stories    is     a     good     buy     for 
summer      reading.  Also         it 

offers  an  interesting  opportunity 
to  compare  the  work  of 
"Sapper." 

If  I  may  make  a  guess  "Sapper" 
has  studied  0.  Henry  and  other 
American  writers  of  the  pavement 
school.  Like  them  he  is  a  rough 
writer,  a  combination  of  realist 
and  romanticist.  He  delights  in 
playing  on  the  credulence  of  his 
readers,  he  loves  trick  plots,  sur- 
prises and  he  will  go  a  long  way 
to  create  suspense.  Finally  he 
is  always  willing  to  make  a  sac- 
rifice for  his  readers'  amusement. 
As  a  result  the  stories  in  this  book 
are  never  very  artistic  but  they  are 
one  and  all  decidedly  readable. 
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/    PRONOUNCE    THEM.  By 

G.    A.    Studdcrt   Kennedy.  The 

Musson    Book.     Company,  Tor- 
onto.    Price  $2.00. 

THIS  is  the  first  novel   from  the 
pen     of     Studdert      Kennedy, 
the      famous      padre,     "Woodbine 
Willie,"  of  the  war,  and  is  just  the 
sort   of     thing   one     would   expect 
from   such    a   source.      The   story 
deals    with    the  age-long    subject 
of  passion  and  love,  and  brings  in 
strongly    the    orthodox    views    on 
divorce,  and  the  inequality  of  the 
divorce  laws  as  applied  to  the  rich 
and  the  poor.     The  plot  is  a  well- 
known  one.      Robin,   the   heroine, 
falls  in  love  with  Peter  the  Splen- 
did.   After  three  weeks  of  married 
life   she   finds   Peter   the   Splendid 
never  existed  except  in  her  imagin- 
ation,    and     the     discovery     just 
breaks    her    heart.        After    much 
trial    and    tribulation,    and    after 
she  has  divorced  Peter  on  the  plea 
of     the    Other    Woman     (who     is 
quite  the  most  convincing  charac- 
ter in  the  book),  Robin  discovers 
to    her   amazement    that   she    has 
been    in   love    with    "Uncle   Jim," 
her    father's    best    friend,    all    the 
time  and  didn't  know  it.     He  also 
loves  her,  but  thinks  his  life  work 
among  the  poor  in  London  would 
surfer  if  they  married.     The  book 
ends  abruptly  when  the  two  part 
on    the   occasion    of    the   one    real 
love  scene  in  the  whole  story. 

THE  SECOND  CONNING 
TOWER  BOOK.  Edited  by  F. 
P.  A.     Publishers,  Macy-Masius. 

^  SELECTION  of  the  best 
poems  published  during  the 
year  1926  by  F.P.A.,  in  his 
New  York  World  colyum,  The 
Conning  Tower.  These  favourites 
of  our  favourite  columnist  typify 
the  best  in  modern  light  verse  and 
include  some  of  the  best  work  of 
Dorothy  Parker,  Witter  Bynner, 
Orrick  Johns,  Floyd  Dell,  William 
Rose  Benet,  John  V.  A.  Weaver, 
Christopher  Morley  and  many 
others.  Next  to  Dorothy  Parker's 
"Enough  Rope,"  it  is  probably 
the  best  collection  of  light  verse 
of  the  year. 


WHOOPS,  DEARIE.  By  Peter 
Arno.  Publishers,  Simon  & 
Schuster. 

pETER  ARNO  came  into  met- 
ropolitan     fame,     if     not    for- 
tune,      through        his        creation 
of  the  Whoops  sisters  who  appear 
weekly  in  the  sophisticated  pages 
of  the  "New  Yorker."     These  mis- 
chievous old  ladies,  whose  pastimes 
vary    from   janitor-baiting    in    the 
dumbwaiter    to    riding    in     steam 
shovels,  are  now  further  honoured 
by  a  book  containing  some  of  their 
more   interesting   adventures.     As 
a  means  of  further  increasing  the 
charming  sisters'  circle  of  friends, 
the    book    is    justified;     but     the 
author's  sketches  are  more  success- 
ful than  the  artist's  writings. 

"EXTREME  OCCASION."  Alec 
Dixon.  Price  $2.00.  Musson 
Book  Co. 

S.  GOOD  yarn  of  love  and 
adventure  in  the  Far  East. 
Several  book  reviewers  that 
I  know,  who  are  supposed  to  be 
immune  to  literary  trickeries,  con- 
fess that  this  book  kept  them  up 


at  night.     This  surely  is  a  proof 
of  its  calibre. 

When  informed  that  Bulalang, 
the  scene  of  the  excitement,  is 
East  of  Suez,  the  experienced 
novel-reader  will  at  once  recognize 
the  type  of  story.  In  fiction  he 
will  remember  that  East  of  Suez 
anything  may  happen  and  sceptic- 
ism in  a  reader  is  out  of  place. 
Besides  the  traditional  native  back- 
ground which  colours  every  novel 
of  the  South  Seas,  "Extreme  Oc- 
casion" has  many  intrigues,  plots 
and  counter-plots,  one  of  the  worst 
rascals  that  ever  horrified  a  reader 
and  lastly  "a  well  sustained  love 
element.'" 

Outside  of  "much  hokum"  and 

flashy    material    which    would    be 

more     in     place     on     the     screen, 

Mr.  Dixion  has  created  a  fine  novel. 

*        *        * 

A  Waiting  Game 

First  Motorist:  "There  is  a  fel- 
low in  this  town  who  has  been 
dodging  me  for  the  last  six'months.' 

Second  Motorist:  "Don't  give  up! 
I  hit  a  fellow  yesterday  who  has 
been  dodging  me  for  over  a  year." 


'What's  the  difference  between  Sue  and  the  rest  of  her  family?" 

'Oh,  Sue's  having  her  voice  cultivated  and  the  rest  are  just  going  wild!" 
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ALLELUJAH!" 
There's  a  fox-trot 
that's  a  real  hit  that 
isn't  "hot."  "Halle- 
lujah!" That's  its 
name  and  it  conies 
from  "Hit  the  Deck,"  now  current 
on  Broadway.  Nat  Shilkret  turns 
out  a  splendid  dance  version  of  it 
for  Victor,  and  so  does  Phil  Ohman 
and  Victor  Arden  and  their  orches- 
tra for  Brunswick.  This  ten-strike 
by  Vincent  Youmans,  who,  unless 
our  ancient  history  is  dusty,  wrote 
the  music  for  "No,  No,  Nanette" 
(if  that  wasn't  it,  it  was  something 
just  as  good  anyway),  is  full  of  pep 
and  at  the  same  time  carries  you 
off  your  feet  with  spontaneity. 
There's  another  hit,  from  the  same 
show,  called  "Sometimes  I'm 
Happy,"  and  it's  on  the  back  of 
both  the  above-mentioned  discs. 
Brunswick  has  the  same  artists  as 
for  the  other  and  Victor  has  Roger 
Wolfe  Kahn — and  there  ain't  no 
flies  on  neither.  The  piano  work  is 
phenomenal  in  the  Ohman-Arden 
effort. 

Then  there's  another  knock-out 
that  is  featured  this  month  by  two 
recording  companies:  "Russian 
Lullaby,"  a  lovely  waltz.  We 
like  the  chorus  singing  by  Lewis 
James,  who  supports  the  Harold 
Leonard  orchestra  for  Columbia, 
but  also  crave  the  balalaikas  in  the 
Ernie  Golden  orchestra  for  Bruns- 
wick. The  latter  disc  has  a  waltz, 
"Paradise  Isle,"  on  the  reverse, 
while  the  former  has  "I'll  Just  Go 
Along,"  a  fair-to-middling  fox  trot. 
"My  Sunday  Girl"  is  good 
(naturally),  and  the  Newport  So- 
ciety Orchestra  seem  to  like  here. 
So  do  I.  "Nesting  Time"  finds 
Lanin  and  his  orchestra  turning 
out  good  dancing  time.  These  fox 
trots  are  "married"  on  an  Apex 
record  this  month. 

The  recording  companies  are 
apparently  out  to  scoop  the  press. 
Brunswick  appears  this  month 
with  a  number  called  "Lucky 
Lindy."     It's  sung  by  Vernon  Dal- 


hart,  who  sobs  for  the  hinterland 
each  month,  and  it's  just  too  bad. 
"The  Lost  French  Fliers"  on  the 
reverse  would  be  funny  were  it  not 
tragic. 

Here  are  three  beautiful  classical 
records.  "Hungarian  Rhapsody 
No.  2,"  a  lovely  piano  solo  by 
Alfred  Cortet  (Victor),  "Finlan- 
dia,"  played  by  the  Royal  Albert 
Hall  Orchestra  (Victor),  a  delicate 
symphonic  poem  of  rare  magic,  and 
a  pianoforte  solo  recording  by 
Leopold  Godowsky  (Brunswick). 
He  plays  Tchaikowsky's  "Barca- 
rolle-June," "Scarf  Dance,"  and 
"The  Flatterer,"  the  latter  two  by 


Chaminade.  They  are  all  fine  re- 
cordings, distinguished  by  clarity 
and  delicacy. 

Then,  of  course,  there's  Ted 
Lewis  and  His  Band  this  month  for 
Columbia.  They  play  "One  Sweet 
Letter  from  You,"  and  "Fifty 
Million  Frenchmen  Can't  Be 
Wrong."  The  former  is  typical 
Lewis  and  quite  up  to  the  scratch, 
but  in  the  latter  he's  a  little  out  of 
his  element  and  the  result,  while 
good,  is  not  his  best. 

And  another  good  fox  trot,  and 
we  don't  mean  Somebody  Told 
Us,  is  the  Six  Jumping  Jacks  get- 
ting rid  of  "Just  the  Same."  They 
also  do  "I  Wonder  How  I  Look 
When  I'm  Asleep,"  a  song  whose 
beauty  eludes  us. 

l^OW  there's  an  Apex  vocalizer 
who  rejoices  in  the  handle  of 
Radio  Red  (somebody  said  it  was 
really  Wendell  Hall,  but  whokin- 
tell?     Maybe  it's  two  other  guys), 


and  he  sings  "Ain't  She  Sweet?" 
like     nobody's     business.  Also 

"Down  Kentucky  Way" — if  you 
care  for  that  sort  of  thing.  Also 
vocalizing  is  Ray  Perkins  doing 
"I  Wonder  How  I  Look  When  I'm 
Asleep,"  and  "Following  You 
Around"  (Brunswick).  It  will  be 
kinder  to  pass  right  on  to  Chester 
Gaylord,  who  is  excellent  in  "Just 
the  Same,"  and  "That's  My  Hap- 
hap-happiness"  (Brunswick).  He 
sells  these  numbers  a  la  Whispering 
Smith,  but  he  sells  'em.  And  in 
vocals,  but  away  up  in  the  clouds,  is 
Reinald  Werren wrath,  who  makes 
a  Victor  Red  Seal  version  of  "On 
the  Road  to  Mandelay,"  and 
"Danny  Deever."  His  method  is 
broad  and  robust.  Kipling-lovers 
will  go  for  it.  We  always  did  like 
Ruth  Etting  and  we  like  her  just  as 
much  this  month.  Her  singing  of 
"Wherever  You  Go — Whatever 
You  Do,"  and  "Dew  Dew  Dewey 
Day,"  to  the  accompaniment  of  a 
piano,  is  sure-fire.  She  has  an  un- 
usually affectionate  intonation, 
which  is  a  happy  medium  for 
popular  sentimental  songs  (Col- 
umbia). 

Paul  Whiteman  (Victor),  about 
whom  we  were  getting  nervous  a 
month  or  so  ago,  has  apparently 
taken  our  warning  to  heart,  for  he 
is  responsible  for  two  first-rate  fox 
trots  this  month.  "That  Little 
Something,"  and  "The  Same  Old 
Moon."  Both  are  from  "Lucky." 
Both  have  splendid  time,  a  haunt- 
ing melody  and  outstanding  or- 
chestration. The  piano  is  great  in 
"The  Moon." 

The  Brunswick  record  of  the 
Merry  Widow  Waltzes,  with  the 
Count  of  Luxembourg  waltzes  in 
tow,  was  so  good  that  a  kind  and 
appreciative  friend  "borrowed" 
them  last  month  and  they  missed 
this  department.  Since  then  this 
department  has  missed  them,  but 
we  imagine  the  sales  have  been 
going  along  without  us  quite  well 
thank  you.  They  ought  to. 
(Continued  on  page  32) 
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In  Detroit 

—ten  minutes  from  all  depots. 
Webster  Hall  is  in  the  true 
cultural  centre,  at  Cass  Ave- 
nue and  Putman,  just  across 
from  the  beautiful  Public 
Library  and  the  new  Art  Insti- 
tute. Bus  tines  pass  the  door i 
main  car  line  one  block  away. 


— fust  opened,  this  Webster 
Ball  in  the  famous  Schenley 
Park  district,  at  Fifth  Avenue 
and  Dithridge.  Nine  minutes 
from  downtown.  Within  a 
radius  of  four  blocks  are  the 
University  of  Pittsburgh.  For- 
bes Field,  Carnegie  Library, 
Pittsburgh  Athletic  Club  and 
Masonic  Temple. 


Exclusively  for  Men 

Recreational  Facilities  of 
the  Finest  Athletic  Clubs 

Privileges  of  the  swimming  pool,  gymnasium,  handball 
courts,  lounges,  card  and  billiard  rooms — all  included  in 
rentals  no  higher  than  the  cost  of  "just  a  room"  else- 
where! Make  Webster  Hall  your  next  stop — in  Detroit — 
in  Pittsburgh.    Here's  royal  living — and  most  economical. 


RATES  AS  LOW  AS  $2  PER  DAY 
SPECIAL  WEEKLY  RATES 

No  Tipping 


THE    WEBSTER    HALL 

CORPORATION  OF 

AMERICA 

PETER   A.  MILLER,    PRESIDENT 


Lines 

Found  Among   the    Unwritten   Manuscripts  of  Lewis 
Carroll 
The  pallow  maid,  the  purpsy  youth 
Did  junket  down  the  gree  forsooth. 
Uncwhile  they  snaggled  to  the  wythe: 
It  was  a  carey  place  and  snythe. 

Too  snythe,  gadzoon,  for  such  as  she, 
Too  carey,  eke,  too  slivvertee. 
There  at  most  groofully  she  gried, 
And  then  she  smeetly  smovvely  smied. 

He  saw  her  timinosity 
And  offered  proshectivity. 
So,  tillitating  brazely  out, 
He  led  her  to  the  snorrow  plout. 

Alas!   he  f rumbled  on  a  grutt' 

And  skalked  and  skiddled  down — wutt!  wutt! 

Akslitherating  bump  by  bump, 

They  hit  the  bottom  in  a  grump. 

But — mollivating  her  all  squarms. 
She  pallsivated  in  his  arms, 
And  umphily  she  nuggled  next, 
Happending  thus  our  flightsome  text. 

— M.  F.,  '28;  H.  S.\  '28. 

*  *  * 

A  Woman's  Nature 

He  held  her  tightly  as  he  danced  here  and  there 
in  ecstacy.  He  closed  his  eyes  for  a  few  minutes 
to  drink  in  the  gloriousness  of  the  scene.  She  looked 
up  into  his  face,  and  just  then  his  eyes  opened.  The 
music  stopped  conveniently. 

"Let's  go  out  on  the  porch,"  he  whispered  thickly. 
He  looked  at  her  again.  Never  before  had  he  seen 
so  ravishing  a  beauty.  All  his  self-control  was  going 
at  an  alarming  rate.  Finally,  he  could  resist  no 
longer.    He  took  her  in  his  arms. 

"Darling,  I  love  you  so.  Say  you  will  be  mine. 
I  may  not  be  as  rich  as  Manny  Jones,  but  I  love 
you  terribly.  I  haven't  a  car  as  he  has,  nor  a  home 
on  Fifth  Avenue,  nor  a  cellar  like  his,  but  I  want 
you  awfully." 

Two  snowy  white  arms  reached  tremulously 
around  his  neck.  He  felt  two  ruby  lips  come  in 
close  proximity  to  his  ear,  and  whisper:    "Where  is 

this  fellow,  Manny  Jones?"  — Medley. 

*  *  * 

Myrtle  the  Turtle 

All  hail  to  the  turtle,  its  brain  is  so  fertile, 

It  never  is  caught  unaware. 
If  huntsmen  cry  turtle,  'twill  hurriedly  hurtle 

And  dive  to  its  watery  lair. 
But  once  a  small  turtle,  whose  name  was  just  Myrtle, 

For  parents'  advice  did  not  care. 
A  hunter  spied  Myrtle  and  quickly  cried  "Turtle"; 

So  Myrtle  was  captured  right  there; 
For  Myrtle  didn't  hurtle,  her  brain  was  not  fertile. 

She  basked  up  above  in  the  air. 
In  memory  of  Myrtle  the  legend  "Mock  Turtle" 

Appeared  on  a  long  bill  of  fare.  — C.B.B.,  '30. 
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The  Future  of  Aviation  Is  Assured! 

The  opportunity  offered  to  men  of  vision  by  the  automobile,  the 
movies  and  radio  in  their  infancy   is  yours  to-day  in  aviation 

LEARN  TO  FLY  FOR  $150 


FLIGHT  STUDENTS 


Start  Flying  the  Day  You  Arrive.  Best  of  Equipment.  Experienced   Instructors. 

No  Bond  Required.  No  Charge  for  Breakage.  Students  Live  at  the  Flying  Field. 

Take  Government  Tests  at  Our  Flying  Field.  Flying  Ten  Years  Without  Accident. 


Aviation  Mechanical  Training 

planes  and  Motors  in  our  Aviation  Shop  and  Flying  Field. 


Ten    more    young    men    to    train    as    Aviation 
Mechanicians   by  practical  experience  on   Air- 


C.A.S.  CO.  STUDENTS  AT  WORK— AIRPLANE  WING  DEPARTMENT 

COMPLETE  MECHANICAL  COURSE- TUITION  FEE  $90.00 

Positively  No  Extras.  SCHOOL  NOW  OPEN.  Classes  Run  Continuously.  Report  Any  Time. 

CANADA'S  MOST  COMPLETE  MODERN  AVIATION  SCHOOL 


Aviation  Mail  Course  for  fans  who  wish  to  understand  Aviation  principles  and  the  Theory  of  Flight. 

Complete  Course,  $5.00 
If  you  are  interested  in  Commercial  Aviation  you  owe  it  to  yourself  to  investigate  C.A.S.  Co. 

Further  information  gladly.     Write — 


CANADIAN  AIR  SERVICES  CO. 


Peterboro,  Ontario 
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"Hallelujah!" 

What  does  this  gentleman  seek? 
He  is  looking  for  something  entire- 
ly new  in  dance  music.  Ah!  Notice 
his  face  lighting  with  a  smile.  He 
has  found  the  desired  novelty  in 
that  wonderful  new  hit  "Halle- 
lujah!" played  by  Ohman  and 
Arden  with  their  orchestra. 

"HALLELUJAH!" 
"Sometimes  I'm  Happy" 

Fox  Trots  with  vocal  choruses  and 
piano  duets.  Phil  Ohman  and  Victor 
Arden  with  their  orchestra.  3527 

"RUSSIAN  LULLABY" 
"Paradise  Is!e" 


Waltzes  with 
Golden  and 
Orchestra. 


vocal    chorus.        Ernie 

His     Hotel     McAlpin 

3530 


"STRUM  MY  BLUES  AWAY" 
"My  Idea  of  Heaven" 

Fox  Trots  with  vocal  chorus.       Frank 
Blach  and  His  Orchestra.  3529 

"DOLL  DANCE" 
"DELIRIUM" 

Fox     Trots     by     Carl 
Orchestra. 


Fe  n  t  on ' s 
3519 


"LUCKY  LINDY" 
"The  Lost  French  Fliers" 

Tenor  with  violin,  guitar,  trumpet  and 
traps.     Vernon  Dalhart.  3572 

These  are  but  a  few  of  many  wonderful 
records  from   the   new   Brunswick  re- 
lease.    Be  sure  to  take  some  with  you 
on  your  holidays. 

THERE'S  NEW  SNAP,   RHYTHM  AND  PEP 
IN  "LIGHT   RAY"  RECORDS 

PANATROPES-LIGHT  RAY  RECORDS 


Records 

(Continued  from  page  29) 

\^E  pick  "A  Dream,"  played  by 
Edmund  Cromwell  (Apex)  as 
the  best  popular  organ  number  we 
have  heard  in  six  months.  It's 
lovely.  Another  beautiful  pipe 
organ  selection  is  "Estrellita," 
played  by  the  ever-popular  Jesse 
Crawford  (Victor).  Both  these  are 
worth  while. 

We  forgot  to  mention  that  "The 
Same  Old  Moon"  is  also  played  by 
Don  Voorhees  and  his  Carroll- 
Vanities  orchestra,  and  our  fav- 
ourite chorus  singer,  Charles  Kaley, 
is  in  it.  The  fact  is,  we  were  saving 
this  disc  for  mention  of  the  reverse, 
"The  Nightingale  Medley,"  a  fox 
trot  played  by  the  Columbians 
which  is  really  pretty.  One  of  the 
bext  from  the  point  of  view  of 
melody.      Not  "hot." 

We  did  not  like:  "Delirium" 
(Brunswick),  "Take  Your  Finger 
out  of  Your  Mouth"  (Apex),  "Sen- 
sation" (Brunswick).  We  thought 
the  following  were  fair:  "The 
More  We  Are  Together"  (Victor), 
"Honolulu  Moon"  (Apex),  "Tell 
Me  To-night"  (Apex).  We  like  the 
pipe  organ  version  of  "It  All  De- 
pends on  You,"  but  were  a  little 
tired  of  the  number,  aren't  you? 
*        *        * 

The  Art  Gallery  of   the    Pave- 
ments 

(Continued  from  page  II) 

type.  That's  effective  too,  and 
there's  symbolism:  "Look  for  This 
Symbol,"  says  the  canvas  down  the 
row,  and  sure  enough  there  is  the 
symbol  right  underneath.  It  isn't 
much  of  a  problem  picture. 

And  do  you  know  what's  going 
to  happen  to  this  vacant  lot  as  a 
just  punishment  for  getting  so  high- 
brow? They're  going  to  take  its 
nice  Art  gallery  away  and  put  it 
to  work  again.  Twelve  storeys  on 
its  chest  is  the  sentence.  They'll 
mete  the  punishment  out  to  the 
triumphant  paean  of  rivetters. 
Our  hearts  will  surfer  with  it,  to 
say  nothing  of  our  ear-drums. 

Customer:  "I  want  a  pair  of 
spec-rimmed  hornacles — I  mean 
sporn-rimmed  hectacles — confound 
— I  mean  heck-rimmed  spornacles." 

Shopwalker:  "I  know  what  you 
mean,  sir.  Mr.  Perkes,  show  the 
gentleman  a  pair  of  rim-sporned 
hectacles.  — Taller. 


"Nesting 
Time" 

IS  A 
WONDERFUL 
TIME 

Hey!  Hey! 

HEAR  IT  and  FORGET 
THE  BLUES 

"NESTING  TIME" 

Lannin  and  His  Band  of 
Hot-Lipped  Melody  Boys. 

"MY  SUNDAY  GIRL" 

A  wow  by  the    Newport 
Society  Orchestra.     26042 

"AIN'T  SHE  SWEET?" 

Vocal.  Radio  Red 

"DOWN  KENTUCKY  WAY'' 
Vocal.  8598 

"A  DREAM" 

Edmund  Cromwell 

"AT  DAWNING" 

Edmund  Cromwell     8595 
Beautiful  pipe  organ  selections 

All  APEX 

CREATIONS 

65c 

The  SUN  RECORD  CO. 

TORONTO 

DEALERS  EVERYWHERE 
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Mistaken    Identity 

"You  are  a  pica!" 
"No,  I'm  not  that  type." 
— Brown  Jug. 

"Give  me  a  cup  of  coffee  without 
cream." 

"Sorry,  you'll  have  to  take  it 
without  milk;  we  haven't  any 
cream."  — Brown  Jug. 

He:  "Thou  are  the  sunshine  of 
my  soul.  Thou  drivest  away  the 
murky  clouds  of  despair.  Thou 
will  always  reign  in  my  heart. 
My  love  for  thee  will  never  grow 
cold.    Wilt  thou.  .  .  ?" 

She:      "Say,     what     is     this — a 

proposal    or    a    weather    report?" 

— Pit  Panther. 

English  Instructor  :  '  Your 
themes  should  be  written  so  that 
even  the  most  stupid  of  people  can 
understand  them." 

Frosh:  "Yes  sir.  What  part 
don't  you  understand?" 

— Brown  Jug. 

*  *        * 

Lost 

A  kindly-looking  old  gentlemen 
was  stopped  by  a  very  little  girl 
carrying   a   parcel. 

"Please,  sir,"  she  said  politely, 
"is  this  the  second  turning  to  the 

left?"  —Tid-Bits  {London). 

*  *        * 

Be  Fair 

Admiring  Grandmother — "The 
child    looks   just   like   its   father." 

Patronizing  Friend — "Yes,  but 
it  has  its  mother's  eyes." 

Little  Sister — "Aw,  give  the 
stork  a  break."  — Chaparral. 

*  *        * 

Distressed    Prof.:     "Why    don't 

you  answer  me?" 

Frosh:    "I  did  shake  my  head!" 
D.P. :      "Well,     do    you    expect 

me  to  hear  it  rattle  way  up  here?" 
— Lehigh  Burr. 

*  *        * 

The  sad-looking  man  at  the 
corner  table  had  been  waiting 
a  very  long  time  for  his  order. 
At  last  a  waiter  approached  him 
and   said: 

"Your  fish  will  be  coming  almost 
any   minute  now,   sir." 

"Oh,  yes,"  said  the  sad  man, 
looking  interested.  "And  what 
bait   are   you    using?" — Chaparral. 


PLAYER'S  is  recognized  on  the 
golf  course  and  off,  as  the 
outstanding  quality  cigarette  of 
the  Dominion  and  the  most 
popular. 


IT'S  THE  TOBACCO  THAT  COUNTS 


The  new  size — 15  cigarettes 
for   25c — fits   every   pocket 


AYER'S 

NAVY  CUT 

CIGARETTES 


§b  near  the  Ocean  it's  called 

TThelBreaktrs 

So  modern  in  equipment  and 
well  conducted  it  is  known  as 
one  of  the  World's  finest  Hotels 

to 
plan  a  Sojourn  by  the  Sea  and  visit 

(Breakers 


ATLANTIC  CITY 


JOEL  HILLMAN 
Prerident 


NEW  JERSEY 


,-■ 


JULIAN  HILLMAN 

TtcePrcridcnt  & Manager 
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//  aboard 


T^OUR  weeks  of  thrilling  adventure 
...  broncho  riding  in  Wyoming 
.  .  .  moonlight  dancing  at  the  Can- 
yon Hotel  overlooking  the  Falls  of 
Yellowstone  .  .  .  sight-seeing  in  the 
Rockies  and  Canada  .  .  .  golf  and 
swimming  in  California  .  .  .  touring 
the  five  great  National  Parks  .  .  . 
across  the  line  into  Canada,  into 
historic    Old   Mexico  and  Tia  Juana. 

This  is  all  happening  on  the  four 
weeks''  College  Humor  circular  tour  of 
the  glorious  West.  There  will  he  a 
special  train.  You  will  be  with  your 
own  crowd,  dancing,  playing  bridge, 
seeing  the  sights  from  the  Traveling 
University  Club  Special. 

It  will  be  the  finest  train  available — 
all  conveniences  dt-  luxe.  All  arrange- 
ments are  made  for  you  .  .  .  best 
hotels  .  .  .  best  food  obtainable  .  .  . 
side  automobile  trips  .  .  .  you  pay 
one  lump  sum  and  save  more  than 
$200.  Rates  from  Chicago  are  $455, 
with  compartment  accommodations 
at   S.">60. 

A  Traveling  University  Club  com- 
posed of  a  hundred  gay  collegians  like 
yourself!  Write  College  Humor, 
Chicago,  for  complete  details. 


Write  today  for  the  complete  Travel  Booklet. 


Goblin 
It  Looked  Bad 

A  tourist  from  Iowa  appeared  at  the  Pacific 
Electric  ticket  booth  and  declared  that  he  wished 
to  go  on  a  sight-seeing  trip,  and  that  while  he  did 
not  care  where  he  went,  he  wished  a  round  trip 
ticket.  A  short  while  later,  while  he  was  quietly 
gazing  out  of  the  window  of  a  Long  Beach  local, 
it  happened  that  a  gust  of  wind  took  possession  of 
his  hat,  and  blew  it  through  the  open  door,  until  it 
finally  disappeared  altogether.  Being  of  a  rather 
violent  temper,  the  gentleman  from  Iowa  began  to 
offer  exclamations  offensive  to  a  certain  devoted 
follower  of  Aimee. 

"Brother,"  warned  the  offended  one,  "you  are 
headed     directly    for    the    realm   of    the    Evil   One." 

"That  is  no  reason  for  worry,"  replied  the  tourist, 
"since  I  purchased  a  round  trip  ticket." 

—  Wampus. 

*  *  * 

Disgusted  Lady:  Does  your  mother  know  you 
smoke? 

Small  Boy:  Does  your  husband  know  you  speak 
to  strange  men  in  the  street? 

— Ghost. 

*  *        * 

Me  Too! 

The  English  class  was  studying  exposition.  The 
teacher  assigned  to  Johnny  the  task  of  directing  a 
stranger  from  the  railroad  station  to  the  City  Hall. 
When  Johnny's  paper  was  handed  in  the  teacher 
found  the  following: 

"Sorry,  partner,  but  I'm  a  stranger  'round  these 
parts,   too."  — Indianapolis  News. 

Perfection 

The  story  of  Tobias  Watkins  and  his  son  Charlie  is 
fraught  with  special  portent  for  the  senior  who  steps 
out  of  his  college  yard  with  sniffing  nostrils,  eager  for 
the  fray. 

Let  us  intrude  for  a  moment  into  the  sanctum  of 
Mr.  Watkin's  office.  Can  it  be  possible  that  there  is 
a  disparaging  and  scathing  gleam  in  Tobias'  eyes  as 
he  surveys  the  finished  product  of  four  years  in  col- 
lege. It  must  be  so,  because  his  thundering  words 
attest  to  it. 

"Son,  you  are  a  Perfect  Ass  ...  .a  Perfect  Ass,  1 
say!  Why,  you're  good  for  nothing.  You're  no 
good  for  business.  You're  no  good  for  manual 
labour.  Tell  me,  is  there  anything  that  you're  good 
at  .  .  .?" 

"Well,"  drawls  Charlie,  "I'm  a  Perfect  Ass." 

At  this  juncture  let  us  make  our  stealthy  exit.  At 
least  these  college  chappies  are  jolly  good  at  repartee. 

— Lampoon. 

*  *        * 

The  new  edition  of  "What  Every  Young  Girl 
Ought  to  Know"  has  been  renamed,  we  understand, 
"What  Every  Young  Girl  Knows  by  This  Time." 

— Princeton  Tiger. 

*  *        * 

Common  Knowledge 

Stranger:  "Ah,  Mrs.  Mudge,  one-half  of  the  world 
is  ignorant  how  the  other  half  lives." 

"Not  in  this  village,   miss."  — Answers. 
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Can  You  Afford  to  Play  Bridge? 


i  Vanity  Fair 


Every  Issue  Contains 


Theatres :  Stars  in  their 
ascendant,  comedy  in 
its  glory.  The  season's 
s  uccesses,  and  why. 
Special  photographs. 

Night  Life:  Whatever 
1*3  new  among  the  crowd 
who  regard  dawn  as 
something  to  come 
home  in. 

Golf:  Taken  seriously 
by  experts.  Bernard 
Darwin,  regularly.  How 
to  break  ninety.  With 
photographs. 

Movies:  Hollywood's 
high  lights.  The  art  of 
the  movies  —  if  any. 
And  photographs — 
ah-hl 

Bridge:  The  chill 
science  in  its  ultimate 
refinements.  How  to 
get  that  last  trick.  Fos- 
ter writing. 

Fashions:  The  mode 
for  men  who  consider  it 
self-respecting  to  be 
well-Kroomed.  Current 
college  preferences. 


Music:  Classical,  caco- 
phone,  saxophone.  Per- 
sonalities and  notori- 
eties. Critiques.  Pho- 
tographs. 

Art:  New  schools  and 
how  to  rate  them. 
Sound  work  and  how  to 
appreciate  it.  Exhibits 
and  masterpieces. 

Sports:  News  of  rac- 
quet and  putter,  turf 
and  track.  By  those 
who  lead  the  field. 

Letters:  New  essayists 
and  satirists.  Brilliant 
fooling-  Lions  photo- 
graph ed  with  their 
manes. 

Motor  Cars:  Speed. 
safety,  smartness,  as 
last  conceived  in  Eu- 
rope and  America.  Sa- 
lons and  shows.  Many 
pictures. 

World      Affairs:      The 

field  of  politics,  foreign 
and  domestic.  Intimate 
sketches  of  pilots  of 
various  Ships  of  State. 


DO  you  know— instantly— when  you  dare 
to  bid  on  a  four-card  suit? 

Do  you  think  that  you  must  never  overcall 
or  double  a  no-trumper  on  the  right?  Or 
do  you  know  some  exceptions? 

Can  you  play  a  sound  game  when  such  vari- 
ants as  contract  bridge,  or  three-handed  bridge, 
are  proposed? 

If  your  bridge  game  is  good,  you'll  enjoy 
Vanity  Fair's  fine  points.  If  it's  only  mod- 
erate, Vanity  Fair  can  improve  its  quality. 

Be  a  Social  Asset — 

not  a  social  liability 

IN  every   emergency   of   life,       Vanity   Fair   is   generally   con- 
Vanity  Fair  offers  more  than       ceded  to  be  the  most  amusing 
a  possible  solution.  of    magazines,    and    the    most 

modern. 
Travelled  people — people  who 
make  public  opinion  and  dic- 
tate public  taste  everywhere — 
read  it  .  .  .  follow  its  criti- 
cisms, its  news  of  the  theatre, 
the  arts  and  sports  of  the  day, 
and  the  domain  of  the  mind 
.  .  .  appreciate  its  satire,  its 
sophisticated  point  of  view, 
its  exclusive  pictures  of  people 
in  the  public  eye. 


Whatever  is  discussed  in  the 
Fifth  Avenue  clubs,  at  metro- 
politan dinner-tables,  among 
young-minded  intelligent  peo- 
ple, is  mirrored,  ordered,  and 
estimated    in    its    pages — first. 


Sign  the  coupon  now,  and  be   / 
in    touch    with    the    best    • 


modern  thought. 


/ 


/ 


/ 


Special  Offer 

6  Issues  of  Vanity  Fair  $1 


■Zi 


Open  to  new  subscribers  only 


/ 


JW 


Sign,  tear  off  and  tnail  the  coupon  now! 


• 


/   c 


_v 


>° 


-" 
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WIN  THIS  MOVING  PICTURE 


0 


And  Make  Your 

N  the  next  page  GOBLIN  presents  Harry  Brown 
(you  may  not  know  him  but  that  does  not  matter 

— you  can  enter  anyway)  in  a  terrible 
plight.  By  helping  Harry  you  may  help 
yourself  to  a  camera  with  which  you 
can  easily  make  movies  of  your  family 
or  friends  in  your  own  garden.  Or 
you  can  have  lots  of  fun  making  up  your  own  dramas. 

Answers  must  be  received  by  Goblin  at  170  Bay  Street, 
Toronto,  not  later  than  August  the  tenth,  1927 


With  Eye-level  Sight  Finder  adjusted 


Simplicity  Distinguishes  the  Cine-Kodak,  Model  B 


FORTY  years  ago   photography   was    a    complicated 
process.     Then   came    the     Kodak     and     Eastman 
Film.     Straightway     picture-making    was    simpli- 
fied, and  brought  within  the  reach  of  all. 

And,  just  as  the  Kodak  evolved  the  making  of  snap- 
shots and  "stills"  into  the  mere  pressing  of  a  button,  so 
has  the  Cine-Kodak  brought  Kodak  simplicity  into  the 
home  movie,  and  placed  it  within  the  reach  and  ken  of 
everyone.  Movie-taking,  too,  has  resolved  itself  into 
the  mere  pressing  of  a  button. 

Into   every   Cine-Kodak   are   built   the   experience   and 


knowledge  gained  through  forty  years  of  successful  serv- 
ice to  the  amateur  picture-maker;  and  Cine-Kodak  bears 
witness  to  the  wisdom  and  ideals  of  its  makers.  Every 
demand  of  the  amateur  movie-maker  is  fulfilled;  all  that 
he  can  hope  for  in  a  home  movie  camera  is  expressed  in 
the  Cine-Kodak. 

Simplicity,  durability,  efficiency,  dependability — these 
are  the  essentials  of  the  practical  home  movie  camera. 

Cine-Kodak  combines  them  all,  at  an  added  economy  of 
operation  that  is  surprising. 


YOU  PRESS  THE  BUTTON;  IT  DOES  THE  REST 


GOBLIN,  170  Bay  Street,  Toronto. 

Here  is  my  suggestion  for  the  telegram  Harry  Brown  sent: 


Goblin 
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CAMERA  WITH  TEN  WORDS ! 

Own    Movies 


JJU-JA 


l>U4\*7<*j!crt 


He's  Got  It! 

(Or  He  Has  It!) 

HARRY  BROWN!  (there  he  comes  down  the  stairs  with  George  Swoon.) 
He  has  just  received  a  morning  letter  from  his  wife  and  is  now  rushing  off  to 
send  her  a  telegraphic  reply. 

MRS.  BROWN  left  for  the  summer  cottage  three  weeks  ago,  to  be  gone 
three  months.  Now  she  writes  she  will  be  home  "to-night"  with  Aunt  Ada 
and  the  children. 

HARRY  hasn't  washed  a  dish,  made  a  bed,  brought  in  a  milk  bottle  or  put 
out  a  cat  for  some  time.     He  is  in  what  you  might  call  a  dilemma. 

KATIE  (Mrs.  Brown)  will  be  persona  non  grata  to-night  because  George 
has  a  party  where  aces  and  other  things  are  wild,  arranged. 

BUT  is  HARRY  outwitted? 

You're  crazy  if  you  think  so!     Not  a  bit! 

HE  FRAMES  a  SNAPPY,  CONVINCING  TEN-WORD  TELEGRAM  that 
keep  Mrs.  B.  right  where  she  is  at  the  lake.  The  boy's  clever.  But  WHAT 
DID  HE  WIRE? 

HERE  IT  IS!!! 

Try  to  imagine  what  Harry  put  in  his  telegram.  Send  in  your  idea  of  what 
it  should  have  been.  For  the  cleverest  idea  in  the  way  of  ten-word  telegram 
(from  Harry's  standpoint)  we  will  donate  ( ). 

Three  members  of  the  Goblin  Staff  will  sit  in  judgment  on  the  replies  received. 
And,  oh,  yes! 

* 

See  the  little  wee  coupon.  Sign  that  and  return  it  to  us  with  $3.00  for  a 
renewal  of  your  own  subscription;  or  perhaps  you  might  care  to  have  a  friend 
receive  the  same  enjoyment  Goblin  brings  you. 

It  works  both  ways.  You  can  send  in  a  friend's  subscription  for  I  year  and 
renew  your  own  all  for  only  $5.00. 


And  here  is  my  three  bucks.     Send  GOBLIN  for  one  year  to: 

Name 

Street 


City  and  Province 
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Vernon  C.  Cardy, 
Managing  Director. 


MONTREAL 

Playing  privileges  on  some  of 
the  sportiest  links  on  the  island 
of  Montreal  are  among  the 
wide  variety  of  entertainment 
afforded  guests  of  the  largest 
hotel  in  the  British  Empire. 
<IA  cool  Roof  Garden — The 
Piazza — high  above  the  my- 
riad lights  of  the  city,  lures 
those  who  would  dine  and 
dance  to  music  by  Jack  Denny 
and  his  celebrated  orchestra. 
^[Located  in  the  centre  of 
everything  worth  while,  the 
Mount  Royal  Hotel  offers  that 
brand  of  hospitality  that  has 
madefamous  the  United  Hotels' 
chain. 


E2z*ec^" 


First  Student:  "Good  gosh!  They're  advertising 
shoe  shines  now  for  five  cents;  let's  get  one." 

Second  Student:  "Aw,  they're  probably  no  good, 
and  besides  I've  got  on  my  roommate's  shoes." 

— Alabama  Rammer  Jammer. 

*  *  * 

An  actress  returned  home  to  her  old-fashioned 
mother  after  a  trip  abroad,  and  was  exhibiting  her 
wardrobe.     She  came  to  the  unmentionables. 

Mother:    "What  are  those,  Dorothy?" 

Dorothy:    "Those  are  Teddies." 

Mother:  "My!  how  styles  have  changed.  Young 
men  never  wore  anything  like  that  when  I  was  a 
girl."  — Rutgers  Chanticleer. 

Judge:  "You  complain  that  you  husband  is  cruel 
to  you." 

She  (sobbing):  "Yes,  he  ain't  said  a  word  to  me  the 
last  two  days." 

Judge   (turning   to   plaintiff):     "Well?" 

He:     "Beg  your   pardon,   Judge,   but    I    tried   my 

best."  — Log. 

*  *  * 

Mother:  "How  would  you  like  to  go  to  church 
with  me  to-day?" 

Flapper:    "Why,   who's  getting  married?"— Judge. 

*  *  * 

He:    "I  want  to  marry  your  daughter." 
Father:    "Have  you  seen  my  wife  yet?" 
He:     "Yes,    but   nevertheless    I    still     prefer   your 
daughter."  — Siren. 


Crossed  Up 

Warden:  "That's  all  right,  my  man;  we'll  let  you 
out   in   the  near   future." 

Inmate:  "No,  I've  got  to  go  right  now.  I'm 
going  to  make  a  million  with  my  new  idea." 

Warden:    "What  are  you  going  to  do?" 

Inmate:  "I'm  going  to  cross  mules  with  cows 
and  get  milk  with  a  kick  in  it." 

— Belle  Hop. 

*  *  * 

Freshman:    "I  finally  passed  chemistry." 

Coed:      Honestly?" 

Freshman:    "Don't  get  so  personal." 

— Brown   Bull. 

*  *  * 

A  Scot  who  was  holidaying  in  London  went  into 
a  picture  house  one  wet  evening,  and  at  the  end  of 
the  show  sought  out  the  manager  and  demanded  the 
return  of  his  entertainment  tax. 

"Dear  me!"  gasped  the  manager.  "This  is  an 
extraordinary  request.     Why  do  you  want  it  back?" 

"I  wasna  entertained,"  said  the  disgusted  patron. 
— Sporting  and  Dramatic  Yarns. 

Cop  on  shore:  "Im  going  to  arrest  you  when  you 
come  out  of  there." 

Man  in  water:  "Ha!  ha!     I'm  not  coming  out. 

I'm  committing  suicide."  — Yellow  Jacket. 

*        *        * 

Short  Boy:  "Do  you  go  to  college?" 
Longfellow:  "No,    it's   my   brother's   hat   and   it 
caught  in  a  mangling  machine."  — Spasms. 

Horrors! 

"Complete  Skull  of  Missing  Link  Found  in  Java." 
— N.Y.  Herald  Tribune. 

How  would  you  like  to  find  that  in  your  coffee? 

— Punch  Bowl. 

Accidents  Will  Happen 

Judge:     "So    you    broke    a    bat    over    that    man's 
head,  did  you?    Well,  what  can  you  say  for  yourself?" 
Pitchford:     "Your   honour,    it   was   an    accident." 
Judge:    "An  accident?      Impossible!" 
Pitchford:     "I    didn't    mean    to    break    the    bat." 

— Satyr. 


The  Mechanic:  "I  think  your  engine's  missing,  lady." 
The  Driver:  "That's  funny;  it  was  there  when  I  came 
out  to-day." 
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Favorite  Poems 

We    must    add    to    our    list    of 

favourite  poems  the  following  by 

an  anonymous  contributor  to  the 

American     News    Trade    Journal: 

The  American  News  Co. 

cannot  be  beat 
When   it  comes  to  serving 

its  Dealers  neat. 

This  is  one  thing 

to  keep  in  mind 
That    they're    at    your    service 

all  the  tirrTc. 

Some  say  this 

and  some  say  that; 
But     buy     some     Magazines 

and  a  Display  Rack- 
Sell  Colliers  weekly 

and  Cinema  Art, 
And  soon  you'll  find 

You  have  a  start. 

It  doesn't  take  much 

to  just  begin, 
And  soon  the  money 

comes  rolling  in. 

Cash  no  checks 

made  of  rubber, 
And  don't  forget 

to     show     a    full    front     cover. 

First  Barber:  "Nasty  cut  you've 
given   the  old  gent,  Bill."  , 

Second  Barber:  "Yes,  I'm  court- 
in'  his  'ousemaid — that's  to  let  'er 
know  I  can  see  her  Tuesday  night. 

— Oral  Hygiene. 

*        *        * 

"He  uses  Verdun  dice." 
"So?" 


Blotto 
Ditto: 
Blotto 
pass." 


"Yes,    they    shall    not 


Model  651 
Bluchcr 
Oxford 


Sold 

by  the 

best  shoe 

dealers 


WEAR/ 


INVICTUS  shoes  are  built  to 
endure  more  than  the  hardest- 
worked  shoe  has  to  encounter. 

Choicest  leather,  silk-sewn, 
throughout. 

And  stylish. 


The  Eagle  Shoe  Co.,  Limited,  Montreal 


the  Best  Good  Shoe 


"That  dog  has  such  a  little  tail 
that  it  must  be  very  hard  for  him  to 
be  happy!" 

— Sondagsnisse-Strix,  Stockholm. 


"Well,  Sam,"  asked  the  aviator, 
"how  would  you  like  a  trip  up 
among  the  clouds?" 

"No,  sah,"  exclaimed  Sam  firm- 
ly. "I  stays  on  terra  firma,  and 
de    mo    firmah    de    less    terrah." 

— Scream. 

*  *       * 

Helen:  "What  are  you  knitting, 
Alice?" 

Alice:  "Something  to  cheer  up 
the  boys." 

Helen:  "Why,  the  war  was  over 
long  ago!" 

Alice:    "This  is  a  bathing  suit 

for  me,  my  dear.  — Witt. 

*  *        * 

"What  have  you  got  in  that 
valise?" 

"Nothing   of   the   sort,    officer." 

— Dartmouth  J ack-o  -Lantern 

*  *      * 

There  was  a  show  lady  in  Jackson, 

Who    wore    dresses    without    any 

backs  on; 

She  was  chased  by   the   laws — 

But   she   got  loose   because 

There  was  nothing   to   pin   any 

facts  on.  — Oh  Lady. 

*  *        * 

Geology 

Debutante  (in  park  looking  at 
peculiar-shaped  boulder):  "And 
where  did  you  say  this  rock  came 
from?" 

Escort:  "A  glacier  brought  it 
down." 

Deb.:  "Where  did  the  glacier 
go?" 

He:  "Oh,  it  went  back  for  anoth- 
er." — Medley. 


"Some  of  the  Notre  Dame 
students  have  been  criticizing  the 
Modern  Girl.  One  for  instance, 
said  that  her  hair  looked  like  a 
mop?" 

"And  did  that  make  her  angry?" 

"Not  in  the  least,  Xerxes.   She 

didn't    know    what   a    mop   was!" 

— Juggler. 

*  *        * 

Travelling:  "If  I  had  known 
that  tunnel  was  so  long,  I  would 
have  kissed  you." 

University:    "Heavens!    Wasn't 

that   you?"  — Cynic. 

*  *        * 

"Have   I   any   mail?" 

"What's  your  name?" 

"You'll  find  it  on  the  envelope." 

— Vagabond. 


"I  can't  see  what  pleasure  people 
find  in  an  instrument  like  this!" 

— Pele  Mele,  Paris. 
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THE 

DIET  KITCHEN 

TEA  ROOMS 

72  and  80  WEST  BLOOR  ST. 

BREAKFAST 

LUNCHEON 

AFTERNOON  TEA 

DINNER 

Sunday  night  supper  will  be 
served  in  Annex  until  9.30 

Telephone:  R.  4382 


"Father,  can  I  go  out  and  look,  at 
the  eclipsed" 

"Yes,  but  don't  go  too  near!" 

Patient:  "Doctor,  what  are  my 
chances?" 

Doctor:  "Oh,  pretty  good;  but 
don't  start  reading  any  continued 

stories!"  — State  Lion. 

*        *        * 

New   Office    Boy:     "I've   added 
those   figures  up   ten    times,   sir." 
Employer:    "Good  boy." 
N.  O.  B.:    "And  here's  the  ten 
answers,  sir." — Flamingo. 


ESTABLISHED    42   YEARS 

Quality  Still  Unequalled 

BURGER'S 
CANDIES 

Uptown  Store,  778  Yonge  St 
Downtown  Store,  92  Yonge  St 

Mail  Orders  and  City 
Deliveries,  Main  2908 


Free  Speech 


126  St.  George  Street, 

Toronto,  June  23rd,  1927. 
Editor: 

In  your  June  issue  you  take  a  flying 
tackle  in  the  general  direction  of  the 
Childs  Company  for  refusing  to  serve  side 
orders  of  toast.  You  attack  their  custom 
of  forcing  the  customer  to  buy  four  pieces 
of  toast  as  wasteful.  Do  you  realize,  sir, 
that  toast  is  one  of  the  most  nourishing 
foods  we  consume?  Fresh  bread  is  one  of 
the  signs  of  this  decadent  age;  the  teeth 
require  something  to  give  them  exercise. 
No  wonder  the  dentists  are  busy  when  a 
publication  such  as  yours  rises  in  indig- 
nation against  a  measure  aimed  to  pop- 
ularize one  of  our  most  valuable  articles 
of  diet. 

Yours,  etc.. 

More  Toast. 

Calgary, 

June  15th. 
Gentlemen: 

I  have  read  with  keen  enjoyment  your 
clever  magazine  for  the  last  three  years 
and  note  that  your  policy  is  always  pro- 
gressive. You  are  never  afraid  to  add  a 
new  department  or  scrap  an  old  one  when 
the  change  seemed  indicated.  Your 
phonograph  record  review  page  is  one  of 
the  most  interesting  additions  of  recent 
date.  May  I  make  a  suggestion?  Why 
not  a  page  of  movie  reviews?  I  am  sure 
that  a  clever,  unbiased,  de-bunked  depart- 
ment on  the  silver-sheet  would  be  a  wow. 
Certainly  it  would  be  popular  out  here  in 
the  Hollywood  of  Canada. 
Sincerely, 

Howard  Crosby. 

New  York  City, 

June  20th,  1927. 
Dear  Sir: 

Enjoyed  your  cartoon  of  the  bashful 
candidates  for  the  leadership  of  the  Con- 
servative party,  printed  in  your  last  issue, 
but  how  did  you  artist  persuade  Premier 
Ferguson,  Meighen,  Guthrie  and  Rogers 
to  pose  in  those  funny  clothes?  If  they 
will  use  this  get  up  I  am  sure  I  can  obtain 
bookings  for  them  over  the  Keith  Circuit 
at  very  favourable  terms.  A  quartette 
might  be  arranged,  to  come  in  singing, 
"Just  before  the  Battle,  Mother." 

Expatriate. 

*  *        * 

No  Distinction 

Wire  to  Father:    "Where  is  the 
money  I  wrote  for  last  week?" 
Answer:      "In    my    inside    vest 

pocket."  — Sniper. 

*  *       * 

Her  (haughtily):  "I'll  have  you 
understand  that  all  of  my  ancestors 
have  been  done  in  oil." 

Him:     "Hump,    that's   nothing! 

So  are  sardines."  — Malteaser. 

*  *        * 

"We  are  in  the  middle  of 
Original  Sin  in  Sunday  school," 
said  little  Johnny. 

"That's  nothing,"  returned 
Harrison,  "we're  past  Redemp- 
tion." — Bearskin. 


and 


While  you 
are     enjoying 
Wrigley's,   you  are 
getting    benefit  as 
well. 


Hali:     "Give  me — " 
Tosis:    "Yes?" 

Hali :    "Give  me  Listerine  or  give 
me   breath!"  — Malteaser. 


What  Made  His 
Hair  Grow? 

Read  His  Letter  for  the  Answer 


Two  years  ago 

I  was  bald  all  over 

the  top  of  my  head. 

"I  felt  ashamed 

for  peop  le  to  see  my 
head.  1  tried  differ- 
ent preparations, 
but  they  did  no 
good.  I  remained 
bald,  until  I  used 
Kotalko. 
,/  "New  hair  enmo 

1  almost  immediat- 

/  ely   and    kept    on 

/  growing.  In  a  short 

time  I  had  a  splen- 
did head  of  hair, 
Which  has  been  per- 
I  feet  ever  since — 
9  and  no  return  of; 
the  baldness." 
This  verified  statement  ia  by  Mr.  H.  A.  Wild.  Ha 
Is  but  one  of  the  big  legion  of  users  of  Kotalko  who 
voluntarily  attest  it  has  stopped  falling  hair,  elimin- 
ated dandruff  or  aided  new,  luxuriant  hair  growth. 
KOTALKO  is  sold  by  busy  druggists  everywhere. 

FREE  Trial  Box 

To  prove  the  efficacy  of  'Kotalko,  for  men's, 

women's  and  children's  hair,  the  producers  are 
giving  Proof  Boxes.    Use  coupon  or  write,  to 

KOTAL  CO.,         A  563  ,  Station  L,  New  York 

Please  Bend  me   FREE  Proof  Box  of   KOTALKO 

Name 

Address  


Goblin 

Oh,  No! 

Do:  "Does  horseback  riding 
give  you  a  headache? 

Not:    "Quite  on  the  contrary." 

— Lafayette  Lyre. 

*  *       * 

Bathing:  "Will  this  bathing 
suit   shrink?" 

Beauty:  "Positively  not,  mad- 
am." 

Bathing:  "Show  me  a  cheaper 
brand,  please." 

— California  Pelican. 

*  *        * 

Why  Ask? 

Excited  Father:  "Is  it  a  boy  or 
a    girl?" 

Nurse  (who  knows):  "What 
difference  does  it  make?  You  won't 
be  able  to  tell  the  difference  ten 
years  from  now,  anyway." 

— Gettysburg  Cannon  Bawl. 

Sign  in  Restaurant:  "Pie  like 
mother  used  to  make,  5  cents. 
Pie    like    mother    tried    to    make, 

10  cents."  — Flamingo. 

*  *       * 

Girl:   "Well,  Dad,  I'm  engaged." 
Pa:    "You  don't  mean  it." 
Girl:     "Of   course   not,    but  it's 
lots  of  fun."  — Scream. 

*  *        * 

Mamma:      "Agnes,     Your    hair 
looks  like  a  reg'lar  dish  mop!" 
"Yeh?      What's   a   dish    mop?" 

— Judge. 

*  *        * 

Skippy:  "I  saw  a  man  swallow 
a  sword." 

Dippy:  "That's  nothin';  I  saw  a 
man  inhale  a  camel."  — Ranger. 

*  *        * 

Drunk:  "Hey,  whush  your 
name?" 

Urd:   "Willard." 

Drunk:  "Willard  what?" 

Urd:  "Oh,    Jess— Willard. 

— Drexerd. 

*  *        * 

Convict  in  Death  Cell:  "Hey, 
how    about   signing    me    up   for   a 
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littl 


e  insurances 


V 


Agent:   "Not  on  your  life." 

— Record. 

*        *        * 

Inquisitive  Person  to  Stam- 
merer: "Did  you  go  to  a  school 
for  your  stammering?" 

Stammerer:  "N-n-no,  I  —  I — I 
p-picked   it   up   m-m-myself." 

— Medley. 


Tareytan 

LondonCigarettes 

20  K55? 


SuTare&on 

PlPe  SMOKING  MIXTURE 


For  Anyone 

With 

Weak    Digestion 

B0VRIL 

is  Excellent 


SSmS  A  Perfect  Looking  Nose 

My    Latest  Improved   Model    25 

corrects  now  ill-shaped  noses 
quickly,  painlessly,  permanently 
and  comfortably  at  home.  It  is 
the  only  nose-shaping  appliance 
of  precise  adjustment  and  a  safe 
and  guaranteed  patent  device 
that  will  actually  give  you  a 
perfect-looking  nose.  Write  for 
free  booklet  which  tells  you  how 
to  obtain  a  perfect-looking  nose. 
M.  Trilety,  Pioneer  Nose-Shaping 
Specialist,  Dept.  2917, 
Bine  ha  niton.  -  -  N.Y, 


[Air  Sickness 

— nausea,  dizziness  and  faintness 
caused  by  all  forms  of  Travel  Mo- 
tion. Sea,  Train,  Auto,  Car  or  Air 
Travel  Sickness  yields  promptly  to 
Mothersill'g.  36 

75c.  &  $1.50  at  Drug  Stores  or  direct 
The   Mothersill   Remedy  Co.,   Ltd. 
New  York  _— — ^»_  Montreal 

Paris  ^**<l3  rT>*^  Loudon 


BLEMISHES     36 

yield  to  its  antiseptic 
action.  Permanent  de- 
fects are  concealed  by  a 
subtile  film  of  adorable 
beauty.  A  pure  skin  of 
exquisite  loveliness  is 
yours  thru  its  use. 

Made  in  White  ■  Flesh  -  Rachel 

Send  10c.  for  Trial  Size 
Ferd.  T.  Hopkins  iSon,   Montreal 


Gouraud's 

ORIENTAL  CREAM 
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QuickRelief 

Up    CUTS 
^       BURNS 
BITES 


D  odd's  Antiseptic  Healing  Ointment 
is  a  safe,  soothing  treatment  for  all  skin 
abrasions,  infections  and  irritations.  Its 
powerful,  antiseptic  action  prevents  infec- 
tion of  open  wounds  and  enables  the 
exceptional  healing  qualities  of  this  famous 
ointment  to  quickly  relieve  pain  and  irrita- 
tion and  bring  about  a  speedy  recovery. 

D  odd's 

^Antiseptic- Healing 

OINTMENT 

for  cuts,  burns,  scalds,  bites,  sore  feet, 
abscesses,  old  sores,  boils,  eczema,  piles, 
ulcers,  hives  and  all  diseases  of  the  skin. 
Absolutely  pure  and  non-irritating.  An 
excellent  after-shaving  treatment  for  tender 
skins.  Heals  small  cuts  or  chafing  and 
leaves  the  skin  smooth  and  soft. 

Keep   a  tin   on    hand  for 
regular  and  emergency  use 


aNtisepT|c 

©healing^. 


50c  At  AH  Druggists 

SEND   COUPON    BELOW 
FOR    GENEROUS 


**&-' 


No  Danger 

Little  Boy  (gazing  at  gargoyles 
on  Notre  Dame) — Oh,  ma,  that 
face  near  the  corner  looks  just  like 
Aunt  Hattie. 

Ma — Why,  Johnny,  aren't  you 
ashamed  of  yourself? 

Little   Boy — Aw,   ya   can't   fool 

me.     That's  made  out  of  stone  and 

can't  understand  what  I'm  saying. 

— Jack-o-Lantern . 


Foregone  Conclusion 

Youth  (by  the  sea)— "You  little 
thought  a  week  ago  that  you'd  be 
sitting  on  a  lonely  seashore  with  a 
man  then  unknown  to  you." 

Maiden — "Oh,  yes,  I  did." 

"But  dear,  you  didn't  know  me 
then!" 

"Of  course  not,  but  I  knew 
myself." 

—Desert  Wolf. 


Goblin 
A  Hopeless  Case 

An  absolute  beginner  was  toiling 
around  the  links,  wondering  if  the 
game  was  really  worth  while  and 
vowing,  to  his  grizzled  Scotch 
caddie,  that  this  would  be  his 
last   round. 

"And  what  should  I  take  now?" 
he  asked  a  moment  later,  finding 
his  ball  in  a  terrible  lie. 

"Well,  mon,"  replied  the  caddie, 
"you  have  three  alternatives.  For 
a  start,  you  might  take  me  and 
get  me  something  to  drink;  sec- 
ondly, you  might  take  a'  your 
clubs  home  and  give  up  golf; 
and  thirdly,  you  might  try  throwin' 
the  ba'!" 

— Phoenix. 

*  *       * 

Partner:  "Oi,  Hymie,  I  forgot 
it  to  lock  the  safe. 

Partner:  "Veil,  vat  of  it?  Ain't 
we  both  here? 

— Tiger. 

*  *       * 

Ed. — "I  hear  Jean's  new  bathing 
suit  leaves  nothing  to  the  imag- 
ination." 

Al. — "Oh,  yes,  it  does." 

Ed.— "What?" 

A. — "The  bathing  suit." 

— Jester. 

Father — "Sonny,  what's  the 
matter  with  your  big  brother?" 

Sonny — "His  moustache  has 
sapped  all  his  strength." 

— Georgia  Cracker. 

*  *     * 

Customer — Here,  I  say,  when 
you  sold  me  this  medicine  you  told 
me  it  would  cure  me  in  a  night. 
Well,  it  hasn't  cured  me. 

Chemist — Ah,  but  it  doesn't  say 
which  night  on  the  bottle,  sir. 

— Answers. 

*  *     * 

Purchaser — What  is  the  charge 
for  this  battery? 

Garageman — One  and  one-half 
volts. 

Purchaser — How  much  is  that  in 


American  money? 


-Lord  Jeff. 


A  little  boy  stood  in  front  of 
the  box  office  of  a  motion  picture 
theatre.  He  looked  up  at  the 
blond  young  lady  selling  tickets. 

"How's  chances  of  reviewing  the 
picture  for  the  gang?  They  never 
read  the  papers." 

— Notre   Dame  Juggler. 


'our  safety 


depends  on  _ 

Light/ 


YOUR    safety    in    night  d 
depends  almost  entirely  upon 
well- focused  lights.    You  can- 
not afford  to  run  the  risk  of  being 
left  without  adequate  lighting. 

For  safety  sake  carry  the  EDISON 
MAZDA  Kit  in  your  car.  It  pro- 
vides a  spare  lamp  for  every  socket 
and  is  as  invaluable  as  a  spare   tire. 

For  the  sake  of  satisfaction  and 
economy  insist  on  getting  EDISON 
MAZDA  LAMPS— the  same  good 
lamps  you  use  in  your  home. 


Drive  Safely 
Carry  Spare  Lamps 
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A  Canadian-General  Electric  Product 


